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In the ancient Greek legend, Hades, lord of the underworld, had carried off the 
beautiful Persephone to live in his dark kingdom for four months of every year. 

And now Julie Veltrovers found herself a present-day Persephone, meeting a fate 
that had been awaiting her for ten years — ever since Doneus Lucien had been 
wronged by Julie's family and had vowed that one day, when Julie was old 
enough, he would bear her off to Greece as his wife, to live there for seven 
months of the year. That day had come, and rather than ruin her family's 
happiness, Julie was forced to submit to his plans. 


But she had never foreseen that she would fall in love with this strange husband 
of hers — a man that had only used her as an instrument of revenge . . . 
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CHAPTER ONE 


THE garden party was held in the castle grounds by the Honourable Mrs. 
Leighton-Forbes, and from the fashionable gathering could be heard all sorts of 
society gossip including the latest scandal regarding Sir Geoffrey and his latest 
affair, and the forthcoming wedding of Alastair Veltrovers and the Honourable 
Lavinia Jarrow. Many were the nods and smiles bestowed on the beautiful Julie 
Veltrovers, cousin to Alastair and ward of his uncle. With cold dignity she 
acknowledged this semi-adulation, unbending only when Lavinia approached 
with Cheryl, one of Julie's numerous friends, to drag her, rather unwillingly, 
towards the gipsy's tent. Every year Mrs. Leighton-Forbes held her garden party, 
and on each occasion a gipsy fortune-teller provided part of the entertainment. 
The three girls tossed a coin and Cheryl won. 

"She's not very good," she frowned on emerging from the tent five minutes later. 
"She didn't tell me anything much at all - just that I'd shortly be taking a journey, 
and all the usual things these gipsies talk about. I don't know where she comes 
from, but her English is awful." 

"Awful?" repeated Lavinia uncomprehendingly. 

"Very broken." 

Julie's impressive grey eyes were raised. Above the tent was the small poster 
with the invitation, "Step inside and have your future predicted." 

"Shall I go in next?" Lavinia was eager and impatient, and a soft smile came to 
Julie's lips. She nodded and Lavinia added, her eyes glowing, "I'll be thrilled if 
she tells me about Alastair! " 

"How deeply in love that child is!" Finely-modulated tones and a faint shake of 
Julie's honey-gold head. "I wonder if my cousin fully realizes how easily he 
could hurt Lavinia?" 

Cheryl shrugged but made no comment and they chatted about other things until 
Lavinia rejoined them, her face revealing all her disappointment. 

"Nothing!" she informed them disgustedly. "I think she's a complete fraud!" 



Julie's eyes flickered again to the notice above the tent. "In that case I'll not 
waste my money," she decided, and made to walk away. 

"Oh, go in," pleaded Lavinia impulsively, her young face flushed and happy. "It's 
all in fun. Besides, she might tell you 

something interesting." 

"Hardly likely when she hasn't told either of you anything," 
returned Julie in a dry tone. 

"Be a sport - it's for charity," urged Cheryl, grinning. "I always go in to these 
tents; they're spooky and - well, it's exciting." 

Laughing, Julie parted the curtains and stepped into the dimly-lighted tent. Black 
eyes in their sunken sockets became alert, the directness of their gaze all- 
examining. A slight frown creased Julie's brow. The woman had all the 
appearance of a gipsy, and yet.... 

"Please be seated." After perusing something on her knee the woman looked up, 
searching Julie's face again. For some reason quite beyond her comprehension 
Julie had the impression that it was a photograph the woman had examined, but 
it was hidden by the table where stood the dark crystal, on which the woman's 
attention was presently directed. She wore several thin gold bracelets and three 
rings. Julie's attention was caught by one in particular and her frown deepened. It 
was a seal ring - bearing the head of Zeus. Could the woman be Greek? Julie felt 
sure she was. 

"You're almost nineteen." The woman gazed into the crystal which Julie knew 
for sure she could not read. "Nineteen and expecting to make a most 
advantageous union." The words were articulated with great difficulty, but Julie 
did manage to make them out. The woman moved her knee and Julie caught 
sight of a magazine. 

Country Gazette! So it was a photograph the woman had looked at. Fascinated, 
Julie stared at the edge of the magazine, unable to see the date and yet knowing 
it was issued three months previously. In that particular copy there had not only 
been the announcement of Alastair's engagement but also a photograph of Julie, 



on horseback, being presented with a silver cup at the county gymkhana. 

This photograph was particularly good, the cameraman not only having caught 
all the delicate details of Julie's face, but the strong character lines too. And the 
combination had resulted in what the cameraman himself had described as one 
of his greatest triumphs. It was the sort of arresting picture one looked at over 
and over again, drawn, as if to a magnet. 

"I am not engaged." Julie's voice was calm and cool despite her puzzlement. As 
yet the woman had told her nothing. Julie looked her age - no older, no younger - 
and it was obvious that any young girl attending such a party as this was 
expecting to make an advantageous marriage. 

"Not engaged, but - attached, shall we say? - to a young man who will eventually 
inherit one of the largest estates in the country." 

Julie remained silent, recalling the addition to the caption under the photograph. 
"... watching Julie receive her prize is Mr. Edward Holmes-Furbishley. There 
have been recent rumours of a forthcoming engagement between them...." 

"But, my dear," the woman was saying in the best way she could, "this man is 
not for you, not him nor any man here." The black eyes looked up from their 
perfunctory perusal of the crystal ball and settled on Julie's face. "Your destiny 
was mapped out ten years ago - and you must follow it, follow it... or else...." 

Ten minutes later Julie left the tent. The sunlight and blue sky, the clear fresh air! 
She made for her friends without one backward glance, her face so pale that it 
was inevitable both girls should inquire at once if she were feeling ill. Julie 
shook her head. A tightness blocked her throat, but she managed an airy laugh. 

"She isn't much good; you're right, Cheryl." They all walked on and once again 
Julie was coolly acknowledging the nods and smiles of her friends and 
acquaintances, but what she had heard in the "gipsy's" tent was a tight coil of 
misery encircling her heart. 

"I thought she would have told me about Alastair." Lavinia turned to her future 
cousin-in-law and then raised her eyes as Julie shook her head in a sort of 
compassionate gesture. 


"It isn't safe to be so in love," she warned. "You can be too easily hurt." 



"Not with Alastair," came the emphatic pronouncement. 


Lavinia's eyes shone with confidence, and involuntarily Julie turned her head to 
glance at the dark tent from which she had so recently emerged. "Alastair's 
wonderful - wonderful! He'd never hurt me, never! " 

Julie closed her eyes and for one fleeting moment it seemed her innate dignity 
would desert her. But no. Her head inclined gracefully as Lady Swinton- 
Cromley sailed by, smiling at her in passing. 

"What did she tell you?" inquired Cheryl curiously, her eyes still examining her 
friend's pale face. "Did she mention Edward?" 


"She made a slight reference to him, yes." A quick shrug and then, before either 
of the others could speak, "It was all very trifling. As I said, she isn't much 
good." 

Lavinia was engaged in happy contemplation of the future, but Cheryl looked 
very much as if she would persist in her questioning and Julie said with a hint of 
finality, "It's always rubbish these people tell you - but as Lavinia remarked, it's 
fun." 

Her uncle Edwin was in his study when Julie arrived home just before tea time. 
Knocking, she entered without waiting to be given permission and her uncle 
looked up, faintly surprised. 

She remained in the doorway, a slim and lovely girl of average height. From a 
long line of aristocratic ancestors she had inherited classical features of unusual 
beauty and a reserve which gave the mistaken impression of an inner coldness 
and lack of feeling. 

Her skin, delicately touched with colour, possessed a clarity amounting almost to 
transparency and through the veins at her temples ran the blue blood of her noble 
forebears. 

Her uncle waited for her to speak. His love for her was disproportionately deep - 
but then, unknown either to his son or to Julie, Edwin Veltrovers, though already 
married, had secretly loved the woman who became his brother's wife. 



Julie remained silent and he frowned a little, wondering at her strange 
expression. 

"Do you want something, dear?" 

Slowly Julie walked into the room and stood by his desk, staring down at her 
uncle as if he were a stranger and not the man who had nurtured her and lavished 
on her all the love of a father. 

At sixty Edwin Veltrovers carried his age extraordinarily well, having retained 
his thick brown hair and his upright figure. One immaculately kept hand lay on 
the desk, idly holding a pen; the other rested on the arm of his chair. 

"Who," said Julie at last in a frozen voice, "is Aidoneus Lucian?" 

Her uncle started and his throat moved spasmodically. A grey tinge emphasized 
the age lines at the sides of his mouth. 

"Aidoneus - er - what? Am I supposed to know him?" Her lovely eyes glinted. 

"You should know him, seeing that, ten years ago, you gave me to him." An 
electric silence followed and then Julie added, softly but with almost harsh 
deliberation, "For seven months of the year, Uncle Edwin." 

The greyness round Edwin's mouth spread up to his cheeks. 

Clearly he had received a severe shock. 

"Aidoneus. ..." Julie looked into his eyes. "The name we normally use is Hades, 
but the early Greek name was Aidoneus - and it was as Aidoneus that he carried 
off Demeter's daughter to the underworld ... where he demanded that she remain 
with him during the darkest months of the year - four in that case, not seven." 

Edwin passed a tongue over his parched lips, but presently he shrugged and his 
face cleared of all but a frown. 

"This melodrama? I don't understand you, Julie." 


She swept him a contemptuous glance. 



"Isn't it rather late for prevarication, Uncle? You've given yourself away. In my 
case, I believe what I've been told." 


"Who has talked?" he inquired after a small hesitation. "Only two other people 
know about that business 

"Two other people?" 

"Other than this Doneus, as he called himself for short. They are Alastair and 
Mrs. Fellows." 

"The housekeeper? She knew you'd given me away?" His face twisted with 
impatience. 

"What strange expressions you do use, child. Who has been talking to you?" he 
asked again. 

Julie swallowed the hardness in her throat. She dearly loved her uncle, but she 
now knew the greatest contempt for him, partly because he was not displaying 
the contrition she expected. 

"It doesn't matter who told me the story; it's sufficient that I know it - all of it. 
Ten years ago you promised you'd send me to this Doneus, on my nineteenth 
birthday, and I was to be married to him. I was to stay with him for seven 
months of the year - from September to March." She paused and frowned. 

"Why was that?" she wanted to know. The "gipsy" woman had omitted to 
explain this point. 

"He's a sponge-diver, and they go out to the coast of Africa for five months of 
the year." 

"I see. So he agreed to my coming home for those five months?" 

Edwin brought down a hand sharply on to the table. Having recovered from the 
shock he was now prepared to be angry with his niece. 


"Come to the point, Julie. Who told you all this and what are you trying to 
convey to me?" 



She was silent for a space, for it was seldom indeed that Edwin spoke a sharp 
word to her. 

"You promised me to this Greek in exchange for his silence over the death of the 
girl killed by Alastair 

"Killed? You shall not say that, Julie! My son's no murderer! " 

"The more subtle word for it is manslaughter." Julie's face was white and her 
stomach seemed to be dragged dawn with a leaden weight. "You had no 
intention of keeping that promise." 

"Naturally I'd no intention of keeping it. You don't give people away. In any 
case, how could I make you go off to this rocky Greek island and marry a 
stranger? You'd have absolutely refused. Certainly I'd no intention of keeping the 
promise. The roan was satisfied that I would, of course, because in his country 
they do give their daughters and wards away - when a man offers, that is." He 
paused a moment; Julie waited, her eyes contemptuous again, and her mind in. 
turmoil. "The man was mad and I had to make the promise in order to pacify 
him, and so that he would go peaceably from my door." 

"He wasn't mad, Uncle. He was out of his mind with grief." 

"It was most unfortunate, I agree," he conceded, but with an impatient shrug 
nevertheless. "They were a couple of Greek peasants, the girl having been living 
with the man before Alastair - before he Edwin tailed off and Julie finished 
softly, "Ruined her. And not satisfied with that he ran her down with his horse 
and killed her." The couple had not been living together - not according to the 
"gipsy", and Julie did not doubt her word. 

"She flung herself under it 

"That's not what I was told. But if she did it was because she was ruined! A 
Greek woman is ruined, utterly, when anything like that happens to her! " Julie's 
face was tinged with colour now and her small fists were clenched tightly 
against her sides. 

"Where did you get the story? I insist on knowing." The old man's attitude of a 
moment ago had melted; he was haggard now and his voice a shade unsteady. 
"You've just come from the garden party, but no one there could have related this 



ancient story to you." 


"As a matter of fact I did hear it at the castle. The fortune-teller had been sent 
especially to see me and to convey the message." 


"Sent to see you? - all the way from Greece? Nonsense! The man couldn't afford 
to send a message by cable, let alone send a woman over with it." 

"I happen to know that he did send this woman especially to see me. She was 
told by Doneus to make contact in any way she thought fit, and as she heard 
about the garden party, and knew all the aristocracy from round-about would be 
there, she managed to get herself taken on as the fortune-teller. Had she not 
found me there it was her intention to adopt some other method." 

"How the devil has he the money to send a woman here?" 

"He might have saved for months, or even years - I don't know what these 
spongedivers get." She paused and then significantly, "Let's hope he proves to be 
poor enough to be grateful for a bribe." 

"A bribe? What are you talking about? We don't have to bribe the wretched man! 
I've never heard of such nonsense in all my life! I've a good mind to send for the 
police." 

She looked at him, her mouth tight. 

"I wouldn't advise it," she murmured, and again her uncle gave a start. 

"You'd better tell me the rest," he invited shortly, and Julie related all that had 
occurred, and ended by saying that Doneus Lucian had informed her, through the 
woman, that unless she, Julie, went over to Greece to marry him he would come 
to England himself and appear in church. 

"He intends exposing Alastair - before the ceremony begins," 

Julie ended significantly. 

"At the - He'll go to the cathedral and make trouble?" 



"That's the message which has been conveyed to me." 


A deep and profound silence settled on the elegant oak-panelled room. And after 
a while Edwin rose and paced about, opening and closing his fists as if 
endeavouring to release some tight spring that refused to unwind. He was badly 
shaken, as it was imperative that his son make this advantageous marriage, for 
the Veltrovers' finances were in a pretty bad way. 

"They were just a couple of peasants," he said again, his voice no more than a 
whisper. "Uneducated and clad in the poorest of clothes. I never saw the girl," he 
added, "but Alastair told me she was shabbily dressed. They came over to see the 
girl's grandmother, who was English. She was dying and wished to see her 
granddaughter. The girl's fiance brought her and Alastair met her - don't ask me 
how, but he did. She was pretty, so Alastair said, and he - well, he -he-" 

"Decided to have a bit of fun with her?" Edwin frowned darkly. 

"It isn't like you to trouble your head with such things. Those two were of no 
account. Alastair was young, the girl obviously willing - not averse to having a 
little fun, as you so crudely term it." He again managed to collect himself. "The 
girl ran away from her fiance on her nineteenth birthday, hence the request that I 
should supply him with another nineteen-year-old. The whole thing's almost out 
of the bounds of possibility. It just can't be happening." 

"Certainly it's happening," she snapped. "The woman at the garden party told me 
that this Greek girl was expecting to be married to Alastair, and that was why she 
so willingly left her fiance." Julie paused a moment and then continued, "She 
wasn't killed outright and Doneus was with her when she died. 

He was not only heartbroken but also humiliated and hurt by her choosing 
someone else in preference to him - someone quite inferior, as it turned out." 

"Inferior?" Edwin stared explosively at her. "Alastair - inferior to a ragged Greek 
peasant?" 

Julie's beautiful head lifted. 

"I might have been reared in luxury, bred of the aristocracy-I might possess a 
fortune left me by my parents, but I judge a man by his honour and integrity and 
not by his worldly possessions. I know little of this Greek peasant, but he must 



be superior to Alastair, because Alastair is just about as low as the lowest! " 

"Julie...." Sadness and a shocked expression; outstretched hands and low 
persuasive tones. "Julie, my dear love, there's no doubt at all that you're very 
much upset by this unfortunate episode, and no matter what you say, I'm sending 
for the police. This business is not for us to trouble ourselves about. Come, dear, 
it's almost time for tea. Walk with me in the garden for a little while; walk as 
we've always done - just the two of us." 

Her contempt for him increased, but she felt broken too, for her secure world had 
crashed suddenly. Her cousin, blond and debonair, had always been like a 
brother, her uncle like a father. And although her own inheritance afforded her a 
certain security for the future, this house had been her safe refuge, a haven to 
which in some vague way she had known she could always run if ever anything 
should go wrong. But now she felt alone, saw herself as the orphan she really 
was. Her faith in those she loved was shattered and she floundered, unable to see 
the road ahead. She made no move to accompany her uncle into the grounds and 
with a shrug he left her, stepping out through the French window, and Julie 
remained standing by the desk, dwelling on what the Greek woman had said to 
her. 

The couple were engaged when the girl was eighteen and the man nineteen, a 
year before the tragedy which was later to involve Julie. In Greece, the woman 
said, an engagement often is the marriage and to break it is unheard of. But this 
little Greek girl, having been brought to England by her fiance in order that she 
might see her dying grandmother, had been led astray by the good looks and 
magnificence of the heir to Belcliffe House. 

Doneus had been forced to find a job in order to pay their return fares and he had 
left his fiancee with her grandmother and uncle. Somehow she and Alastair had 
met and the girl had been swept off her feet. Edwin had said she threw herself 
under Alastair's horse, but the Greek woman told Julie a very different story. 
Heartbroken at his perfidy, the girl had gone to Alastair to make one last plea, 
wishing to explain that it was impossible to marry Doneus now because he 
would discover that she was not chaste. Angrily refusing even to dismount from 
his horse, Alastair dragged on the reins, and it reared, becoming out of control 
for a few seconds - a few fatal seconds.... 


After the funeral Doneus had gone to Belcliffe House and asked to see Alastair. 



But Edwin saw him and took the matter in hand, at first ordering Doneus off the 
premises. However, Doneus had seen Julie playing by the lake and in his grief 
and agony of mind he had seized on this form of revenge. He would have 
Edwin's niece when she was nineteen, to compensate for his loss. 

At dinner that evening Alastair wanted to know what was wrong. 

"You two haven't had a quarrel," he added, glancing from one to the other. "That 
isn't possible." 

Julie was silent, but after a while her uncle told Alastair what had happened. To 
Julie's astonishment and utter disgust he took the matter so lightly that she felt a 
little sick. 

"The stupid man! Did he actually threaten to cause a rumpus in church? But 
those Greeks are like that, hotheaded and impulsive." 

"Impulsive?" Julie held her fork halfway to her mouth and looked at him. "He's 
waited ten years for reparation. I don't call that impulsive." 

She saw him colour up and knew it was because she had never before 
admonished him but had in fact always looked up to him, admiring his looks and 
his wit and his integrity. His integrity.... She felt an urge to leave the table, but 
good manners forbade such an action. 

"I've told Julie I'm sending for the police," Edwin informed his son, who nodded 
approvingly. 

"We can't allow a man of his low breeding to intimidate us." 

Silence fell as they concentrated on their food. Julie's choked her and she put 
down her knife and fork. Edwin threw her a pained look and said, 

"Julie, this thing is quite unimportant. As I've said, the couple were peasants and 
what happened to them is of no matter to people like us. It's most unfortunate 
that you've heard the damned story, but you must endeavour to forget it. 

"Father's right," added Alastair imperturbably, reaching for more meat. "The 
man's a lunatic - should be put away, obviously." 



"You stole another man's wife! " flashed Julie, unable to listen in silence. "Stole 
another man's wife and you're not even repentant! What kind of people are you?" 
She turned her head to look at Edwin. "How can I have been such a fool as to 
look up to you both all these years? To steal another man's wife - to ruin her 
utterly and then refuse to marry her 

"Marry!" Alastair appeared to have something lodged in his throat. "Are you 
quite mad?" His blue eyes regarded her in blank disbelief. "I, a Veltrovers, marry 
a Greek peasant girl? Why, you'd be the first to be shocked by such an action! " 

"Not under the circumstances." Julie spoke more quietly now, but her face was 
pale, and her hands, resting on the table, trembled visibly. "It was a matter of 
honour." 

Edwin looked at her with the same expression of disbelief as his son. 

"I don't know quite what has got into you, Julie, but you're talking wildly. You 
know very well it would be quite impossible for Alastair to have married the 
girl." 

"Why, was the family fortune in such dire straits as long ago as that?" Never had 
she spoken to her uncle in so disrespectful a manner, but although Julie 
presented to the world a haughty mien, in keeping with her position, her heart 
was gentle, and her sense of honour and justice high. She felt deeply for that 
poor girl, and even more deeply for her fiance, who had to return to his island - 
Kalymnos, the woman said - without his future wife. He would have had to 
make some explanation, and if it were the truthful one he must have suffered 
overwhelming humiliation, for never did a Greek girl leave her fiance for 
another man. 

"You forget yourself," her uncle snapped. "How dare you speak to me like this?" 

She looked at him, a mist of tears behind her eyes. What was to become of her? 
She felt she could not stay here after this. 

"I'm asking you - both of you - for a good reason why Alastair couldn't marry 
that girl." 

An exasperated sigh from Alastair, and then, wrath-fully, "I've just told you, it 
was impossible! " 



Julie transferred her gaze to him, noting his angry colour. She thought of 
Lavinia, living in an enchanted world, idolizing her future husband. 

"Did you ever intend marrying this Greek girl - in the beginning, I mean?" 

"Certainly not. Your question's superfluous because you know very well I never 
had any intention of marrying her." 

Julie glanced down at her plate, gesturing for the servant to remove it. He 
approached the table silently and made to pick it up. 

"The damned business surely hasn't put you off your food," snapped Edwin, for 
once unaffected by the presence of a servant. "Eat it! " 

She glanced at the impassive man hovering close to her chair. 

"You can take it away - and don't bring me anything else." 

Another exasperated exclamation from Alastair but he remained silent, eating his 
dinner. 

"We'll send for the police first thing in the morning." Edwin's voice had now lost 
its angry edge, 'but his eyes glinted with the wrath consuming him. "What a 
business! After all these years. 

Why hasn't the miserable creature forgotten? He must be a morbid sort of man 
Edwin broke off, shrugging. "But a foreigner - what can one expect?" 

"He's a human being. He has feelings." Yet even though she 

herself had voiced those words Julie did wonder what this Doneus was like. He 
would be nearing thirty now, and he had nursed his grievance all these years. It 
didn't seem possible that he could do so, or even that he had remained single - 
and yet apparently this was the case. Julie was inclined to agree with Edwin on 
one thing: Doneus Lucian was indeed a morbid man. 

Her musings were interrupted by her uncle's voice. He said, ignoring her recent 
comment, "There's something strange about the whole affair. How did this 
woman recognize you? Dozens of people must have gone into that tent before 
you." 



Julie had already mentioned the magazine, and her own conviction that it was 
the copy containing her photograph. But apparently it had slipped her uncle's 
memory and she repeated what she had said. He nodded instantly on her 
reminding him of it and a heavy frown added yet another line to his heavily- 
furrowed brow. 

"How in heaven's name did the magazine get into her hands?" 

"Into his hands - at first, it would seem." Julie shrugged. "One can buy our 
magazines in Greece." 

"Not that particular one, I'm damned sure you can't! " 

"Someone might have given it to him. Or a tourist could have left it lying 
somewhere. In any case, does it matter how he got hold of it? He saw my picture 
and my name, knew I was nearly nineteen and so acted in the way he's always 
meant to act." 

Inwardly she was confused, searching for a more straightforward explanation, 
but although she felt convinced that one existed she failed to discover it. Doneus 
Lucian had nursed his wound, and waited for his revenge. He had sent that 
woman - who might or might not be a relation - over here to pass on his 
message. 

She would require some means of recognition.... How very opportune that the 
photograph had been in the magazine. 

What would have happened if it had not? Bewilderedly Julie shook her head, 
unable to accept mere coincidence as the answer. There must be some more 
feasible explanation, she told herself again, but what it was Julie could not at this 
stage begin to guess. 

However, mystery or no mystery a stark reality had to be faced. Either she gave 
herself up to this man or he would carry out his threat and expose Alastair. Julie 
closed her eyes tightly; it was not of Alastair she was thinking, but of the lovely 
girl he was about to marry - Lavinia, who looked up to him with something akin 
to reverence, who would be heartbroken if she were to discover this past scandal 
- for assuredly her guardian would not countenance the marriage. 


"I shall have to go to this island." Julie spoke her thoughts aloud, but even as the 



sentence was uttered her uncle's hand came down sharply on the table, causing 
the wineglasses to jump. 


"You're acting in the most irrational manner, Julie. Now forget the whole 
business, at once - before I really lose my temper! " 

His anger could not hurt her now. She must shield Lavinia - yes, at all costs the 
truth must remain hidden from her. 

"Whatever you say, I must do as the woman ordered and go to Kalymnos 

"You're not doing anything of the kind! I absolutely forbid it! " 

"You mean," put in Alastair before his father had finished speaking, "that you're 
actually contemplating marrying this peasant?" He seemed greatly amused and 
gentle colour rose, flushing Julie's pallid cheeks. 

"Don't be absurd! I mentioned a bribe to Uncle Edwin - and I do feel that the 
man can be bribed - if he's only a spongediver, as you assert." Julie shifted her 
gaze, saw Edwin nod before he spoke. 

"Certainly he's only a spongediver; they're all spongedivers on that island." 

Julie did not suppose they were, but she saw no reason for a diversion of the 
subject by voicing an irrelevance like that. Her uncle went on to repeat that the 
police would be called in and Julie then inquired, looking straight at him, "What 
will you say to them?" 

He frowned darkly at her. 

"That's my affair - and Alastair's. It certainly isn't yours. In fact, you're not really 
involved at all, so we'll close the subject, if you please." 

"Not involved! " she couldn't help exclaiming. "I'm very much involved - and 
through no fault of my own! " 

Her uncle glowered at her, his arrogant face deeply fused with colour. 

"I said - we'll close the subject. Either you obey me or you leave the table! " 



For a moment Julie sat there, her glance flickering to Alastair, who was 
unconcernedly eating his dinner. And then, rising, she 

silently withdrew from the room, convinced that when her uncle had given the 
matter more thought he would change his mind about bringing in the police. 

And she was right. Immediately after breakfast the following morning he sent 
for her and she went to his study, entering as before without waiting for an 
invitation to do so. 

"Sit down, Julie." Edwin's face was a trifle grey, just as it had been on her first 
imparting her news to him yesterday. "Tell me everything again, my dear. This 
business is worrying, I'm now willing to admit. The police can't possibly be 
called in. We can't risk any publicity. The reporters would be in their element 
were they to know of that old scandal." 

"I knew that, Uncle." Julie sat down, telling herself she should be feeling sorry 
for him, because after all it was not he who had sinned against that girl and her 
fiance. Yet she could find no pity in her heart - merely contempt that, all those 
years ago, Edwin should make such a promise, believing he would never hear 
from that unfortunate man again. 

"In your opinion, will this man carry out his threat?" Edwin's voice was a little 
hoarse; it was tired too, and she deduced that sleep had eluded him, just as it had 
eluded her. 

"I'm very sure he will." Julie paused, an involuntary shudder passing through her 
slender body as she thought of his name. 

Aidoneus a euphemism for Pluto or Hades, god of the infernal regions whose 
wife was the ill-fated Persephone, doomed to spend one third of every year in 
the shadowy underworld with her satanic husband who, having seen her in all 
her beauty as she sat with her nymphs, carried her off, away from the sunlit 
green hillside into the Stygian gloom of the abysmal domain over which he 
ruled. And now Aidoneus - whose real name was Hades - had the idea of taking 
Julie away from her beautiful home and making her live with him on the rocky 
island of Kalymnos, for seven months of each year. Her uncle had declared this 
situation to be impossible, and indeed it would have seemed totally unreal had it 
not been for the sun-wrinkled face of the "gipsy" woman which Julie could see 
even now, with stark clarity and with a faint tingling of fear. "The woman was 



most emphatic," Julie continued, looking at her uncle squarely. "I was fully 
convinced that Doneus meant what he said. Besides, would he have gone to the 
expense of sending that woman here unless he was in deadly earnest?" 


Edwin was already shaking his head. 

"That was the very thing which struck me on thinking more deeply about the 
matter last night. He is in deadly earnest, as you say, although some aspects of 
this affair strike me as extremely puzzling. Why, for instance, didn't he come 
over here himself" 

This had already struck Julie and she came to the eventual conclusion that the 
man had been afraid that Edwin or Alastair would go to the police. She now 
mentioned this to her uncle, who nodded in agreement after allowing himself a 
moment or two in which to consider it. 

"It could be, because the man's obviously a coward 

"How have you reached a conclusion like that?" Julie wanted to know. If Doneus 
Lucian were a spongediver then he was no coward. On the contrary, he was 
inordinately brave, for infirmity and death were very often the ultimate rewards 
of so hazardous an occupation as diving into the depths of the ocean for sponges. 

Anyone who knew anything about it was aware that the underwater draughts 
could maim or kill - and very often did. It was said that on the island of 
Kalymnos many crippled men could be seen, either trying to drag their near 
useless limbs along without help or, more often, receiving ready assistance from 
their relatives or friends. No, whatever vices this Doneus Lucian possessed 
cowardice was certainly not one of them. 

"Only a coward would ask for a little girl of nine years of age as a reparation for 
a supposed wrong," Edwin began when, on noting Julie's sudden frown, he 
stopped, throwing her an interrogating glance from under his bushy grey brows. 

"Firstly, he did not ask for a girl of nine," Julie pointed out. "He asked for one of 
nineteen. Secondly, the word 'supposed' does not apply. This Doneus was 
wronged, and in a way that, to a Greek more perhaps than any other man, was 
damaging both to his honour and his pride." 



Impatiently Edwin waived this, changing the subject. "How did he get the money 
to send that woman over here, I wonder?" 


"It doesn't cost all that much - not if she came by boat and train." 

"Perhaps you're right. I wouldn't know. I'd never travel any distance by boat or 
train." 

Julie drew an impatient breath at his needless digression. 

"The man must have some money because, should we 

disregard his threat, he intends coming over here himself, as I have told you." 

Edwin glanced thoughtfully at the blotter on his desk, his aristocratic lips pursed, 
his fingers tapping nervously on the arm of his chair. 

"The man's mad, of course." Julie said nothing to that, but merely waited, not 
very patiently, for her uncle to emerge from his reverie. "What I can't understand 
is why he's harboured a desire for revenge all this time." 

"That's something I can't understand either," she admitted. 

"But he has harboured it and we must do something to prevent his carrying out 
his threat. Lavinia's madly in love with Alastair. 

It would break her utterly were she to discover he'd actually killed a girl-" 

"Don't use that word, Julie! " 

"Didn't he kill her?" she inquired softly. 

"It was an accident." 

"Was it an accident that he ruined her first?" 

"For the lord's sake, Julie, let us talk rationally," snapped Edwin, glaring at his 
niece across the desk. "You're hurt by this, but it happened ten years ago and the 
man should, by all that's logical, have forgotten about it. He should have married 
and raised a family by now." 



"Well, he hasn't married and raised a family, because he wants to marry me 
She broke off as a thought struck her. "Uncle, do you think he had forgotten - 
until he saw that picture of me?" 

Edwin considered this. 

"You know, Julie, that's quite possible, and it would provide some feasible 
explanation for his behaviour." 

"Feasible explanation?" 

"Supposing the matter had faded from his mind - after all it was a crazy idea, 
conceived by a mere boy, and if he possessed an ounce of intelligence he would 
admit it as he grew older. Yes, let us presume he had allowed the matter to fade. 
Then somehow that magazine falls into his hands and he sees both your 
photograph and the announcement of the engagement of Alastair. He's a poor 
spongediver and here is the chance of extorting money from me...." Edwin tailed 
off because Julie was shaking her head. 

"I was with you at first, Uncle - agreeing with what you said, but we have to 
remember one thing: had he wanted money he would have passed that message 
on. But the message which 

was passed on was that as you had promised me to him when I was nineteen, I 
must now go to Kalymnos, otherwise he will carry out his threat and appear in 
church on the wedding day." 

Edwin heaved a deep sigh. 

"It doesn't make sense. I can't bring myself to believe that anyone would harbour 
a desire for revenge all these years." 

"Nor can I, and I'm sure there's something we don't understand. 

The only way is for me to go to Greece and sort it out with him." 

"No, Julie, I won't let you. Can't we get in touch with that gipsy person?" 

"She said I would not see her again until I wept to Kalymnos." 



"She was so sure you'd go?" 


"She was confident, yes." A small pause, but as Edwin did not speak Julie went 
on to ask baldly how much he was willing to pay. 

"A couple of hundred should suffice." Julie thought about this. 

"He might ask for more. I'd better take five hundred 

"You're not going," he broke in emphatically. "Why, child, I'd be out of my mind 
to allow you to go to Greece alone." 

"The woman stated that I must go alone." 

"We have the address. I shall write to the fellow and ask him how much he 
wants." 

"The woman said - most emphatically - there would be no communications 
whatsoever. I must arrive in Greece not less than a week before the wedding." 

"A week ..." Edwin looked at her. "That tells us something valuable," he added, 
digressing for a second. "It tells us that the fellow's still poor." 

"How have you reached that conclusion?" Julie herself did not doubt that the 
man was still poor. On a tiny island like Kalymnos there was no way in which a 
man of peasant stock could ever improve his situation. 

"He requires a week. Had he the money to fly here he'd have required no more 
than a couple of days." 

Julie nodded; this seemed feasible enough. 

"Do you think five hundred is sufficient for me to take with me?" she inquired 
calmly, and her uncle cast her an impatient glance. 

"I've just said you're not going, Julie." 

She met his eyes unflinchingly. 

"I am going, Uncle Edwin. He said I must, and right from the 



moment that gipsy passed on his message I knew I would have to do as the man 
asked. No, please don't argue - after all, I am my own mistress. I shall go to this 
island, speak to this Doneus Lucian, and offer him the money 

"Not five hundred," interrupted Edwin swiftly. "Two hundred's quite sufficient. 
Why, the man will probably be grateful for much less than that. Remember, he 
works for five months of the year only; the rest of the time he's idle, or perhaps 
growing a little food for himself in the garden of the shack or hovel in which he 
lives. He'll probably keep chickens - they're all like this on these small Greek 
islands - scraping out a subsistence living from the drought-ridden stony earth." 
He shook his head. 

"No, Julie, I'm not throwing money away. Two hundred will buy us the security 
we desire, I haven't a doubt of it." For a few minutes he argued with Julie about 
her going to Greece alone, but she remained adamant. She wasn't a child; she 
had travelled before, she reminded him, and at last he not only desisted from 
further argument, but ended by saying that he now felt much better for having 
reached some sort of decision. 

"If he accepts the two hundred," he ended, "we'll have come out of this pretty 
cheaply." 

"Cheaply!" Julie's tones were bitter and her heart was heavy. 


Was two hundred pounds the price her uncle put on a young girl's life? 



CHAPTER TWO 


FROM across the dark enveloping sea a spangle of lights pierced the gloom, 
faint atoms of luminescence at first which, as the ship moved with the swell of 
the waves towards the shore, increased in size and brilliance until they gave 
reality to the buildings from which they sprang. Their glow filtered to the 
waterfront and the indistinct blur of the harbour gradually took shape. Julie stood 
by the rail of the Knossos and peered into the darkness. Other islands had been 
passed and in fact some of them seemed very close. Julie remembered that each 
was in reality only one of the many summits of a vast volcanic massif lying 
beneath the smiling waters of the Aegean Sea. 

Having flown to Rhodes Julie had then boarded a ship bound for Kalymnos, 
where it was scheduled to dock at ten o'clock at night. Aware of the lateness of 
the hour at which she would arrive on the island, Julie had informed Doneus 
Lucian that she 

would call on him the following morning. No reply had been received, but Julie 
decided to go just the same, concluding that although the man could obviously 
speak some English, he was probably unable to write it. 

Practically all the passengers aboard the Knossos were Greeks, and 
disembarking at Kalymnos was an experience Julie would never forget. The 
Greeks, mostly men, pushed and shoved and scrambled to get ashore with the 
sort of haste that would be expected were the devil himself on their heels. Julie 
stepped back, extricating herself from the melee; the purser shrugged 
apologetically and took her suitcase from her hand. 

"In one moment, madam - if you will wait?" 

"I most certainly shall wait." Were all Greeks like this? she wondered when at 
last she was ashore and following the direction taken by the others. She looked 
at one or two of the men. Stiff and stocky, with swarthy skins, sun-scorched. On 
the quayside some wore thick jerseys, polo-necked and hand-knitted in thick 
black wool. Were any of these the brave hardy spongedivers? she wondered, 
already having envisaged the build and appearance of the man she was soon to 
meet. No doubt he could easily be dealt with ... but she would not insult him by 



giving him a miserly two hundred pounds. She would offer him more, and send 
it on to him from her own money. 

Suddenly she saw a man being helped along by two other men. 

He was dreadfully maimed, his legs twisted and his back bent, yet he appeared to 
be quite young - no more than twenty years of age. A spongediver, no doubt, and 
something twisted in Julie's tender heart. 

As her suitcase was small, and as the "front" appeared to be very close, Julie did 
not trouble to call a taxi - in fact, there didn't happen to be one anywhere in 
sight, for this was October and the season for tourists was past. 

She walked along, under an Eastern star-spangled sky, with the heaving sea to 
her right and lighted cafes to her left. Tables were set outside, under the trees, 
and numerous men sprawled by them, talking and drinking, or playing tavli 
together. 

There did not appear to be any sign of a first class hotel and at last Julie stopped 
at one of the tables and made an enquiry. 

"This is the best hotel." The dark-skinned youth spoke in broken English, 
pointing sideways and upwards. "You go there - in that doorway and up the 
steps." 

She looked distastefully at the place indicated. It appeared shabby and lifeless, 
with one miserable light above the narrow door which the man had indicated. 

"That is the best one? There's nothing else?" She remained by the table, deeply 
conscious of every activity having ceased, not only at the table by which she 
stood, but at several nearby tables too, and many dark faces were turned towards 
her. In fact, she was causing quite a sensation, she realized, and presumed it was 
because these people were so bored that the appearance of an "off-season" 
foreigner provided some small diversion for them. 

"There are other hotels - but they close by this time of the year." 

"Thank you." Julie managed a smile as she turned away towards the nearby door, 
but her spirits were in her feet. Never had she stayed at a place like this. 



The steps were narrow and dimly-lighted from a small electric bulb somewhere 
on a landing above. There was a smell of disuse about the place, and an almost 
frightening hush. Was everyone in bed? 

Silently from a door behind her a small, thick-set man appeared. His eyes took in 
every detail of her face and figure before resting a moment on the suitcase she 
carried. 

"Have you a room?" she inquired politely, and he immediately nodded. 

"You are alone?" 

"Yes, I'm alone." Instinctively she glanced at the door of the dimly-lit room into 
which he showed her, and felt relieved to see that a key was inserted in the lock. 
In one corner of the room was a double bed, in another a wash-hand basin 
supported by enormous cast-iron legs, ornate and painted bright green. A 
wardrobe that might have come out of the Ark stood against one wall, the 
curtains were sagging and so thin as to be almost transparent. Julie shivered, 
thinking of her luxurious bedroom at home, with its satin wall covering, its 
heavy carpet and priceless antique furniture. Had she been at home, a trim maid 
would have turned back the bed covers and laid out her nightdress ready for her 
to put on. 

"Is this the best you have?" Turning, she glanced into the man's dark face. He 
looked apologetically at her. 

"It is, madam ... I'm sorry." 

Julie smiled then. These people seemed so poor, and the man had obviously been 
most happy at the thought of having a customer at this time of the year. 

"It will do very well," she said, moving further into the room. 

"Have you a towel?" 

"I bring one. We did not expect a guest in October." He went out, returning a 
minute or two later with the towel. After placing it on the wooden towelrail he 
stood a moment, looking at her. "You come for holiday?" he inquired curiously. 


"I've come here to pay a visit." Abruptly she changed the subject. "My breakfast 



- can I have it about nine o'clock?" 


"Certainly, madam." A small hesitation; clearly the man was reluctant to leave 
without learning the reason for her visit. 

Perhaps he would be joining the men sitting at one of the tables down there in 
the street, and a piece of gossip would find many eager listeners. "In the morning 
- you wish for a taxi?" 

"You will call one for me?" 

"Of course. Where is it you wish to go?" Noticing her expression, which had 
suddenly become set, he added rather quickly, "I can tell Stamati where he must 
take you." 

"That's all right, I can tell him myself." 

The man took her rebuff in good part, smiling at her. He would know eventually, 
she was sure, but for the present he could be kept guessing. 

It was as she was washing that Julie heard a mosquito zoom past her ear and, 
grabbing the towel, she made a swipe at it. 

She missed and as she could not find it she got into bed. Zoom! 

She sat up. The mosquito was on the wall and she managed to kill it, but within 
seconds of her putting out the light the same thing happened again. 

Mosquitoes in October, but then it was still very warm in this part of the world. 
There it was, and she again managed a kill - 

and only then did she notice the many little daubs of dried blood all over the 
wallpaper. Obviously she wasn't the first guest who had been thus engaged. 

After killing a couple more Julie decided to use her nylon negligee as a 
protection, enveloping her head and shoulders in it. It made her hot and she 
hated it on her face, but, judging by the continued buzzing going on outside the 
improvised net she dared not discard it. And the next morning she actually 
discovered that one had bitten her through the cloth and she had a small swelling 
over one eye. Wretched things! How awful to live here, but when she mentioned 



her experience to the 


hotel proprietor he merely shrugged and said the mosquitoes didn't bite the 
natives! 

The taxi arrived just as she was finishing her breakfast, and Julie thought the 
driver looked oddly at her when she instmcted him as to her destination, but as 
his face immediately took on a wooden expression she paid no more attention to 
the matter. 

After following the harbour road for a short distance the taxi began climbing, 
winding its way through treelined streets of neat cubic houses, their gardens 
overflowing with flowers - roses and marigolds and geraniums, and the 
flamboyant hibiscus with its great red flowers. Pink oleanders bloomed along the 
roadside and bordered a dry water-course meandering through the lush green 
foothills. 

Julie's overall impression as they went along, leaving the town of Kalymnos far 
behind, was one of whiteness, of orderliness and of activity. Three-wheeled 
vehicles the like of which she had never seen before shot about all over the 
place. 

They were really scooters, but with an extra wheel and a minute van on the back. 
What they carried Julie could not see, but their very presence gave evidence of 
trade, so obviously the island was not so poor as her uncle had assumed. 

An enormous statue of Christ on the Cross stood in the square of one village 
through which they passed; it reminded Julie of the devoutness of the Greeks, 
and set her wondering about the beliefs of a man with a name which, in ancient 
times, had meant Hades. 

Immaculate white houses straggled up the hillsides to the treeline, but they were 
few in number and in every case surrounded by well-tended gardens with usually 
a perivoli where figs and citrus fruits grew. And sometimes pomegranates were 
seen blazing in a hedgerow where wild roses having escaped man's effort at 
"improvement", gave forth their delicious perfume so generously that it floated 
in through the open windows of the car, mingling with the exhilarating smell of 
well-watered countryside, sharp and tangible. An arid island, her uncle had 
implied. True, way above the treeline the high rocky peaks, contorted by the heat 
which gave them birth, towered in awesome nakedness towards the sky, but the 



lower landscape was clothed in lush green vegetation, with enormous trees - 
elegant tapering cypresses, spruce and olive and palm - all contributing to an 
incredible variation of colour. 

Oranges and lemons, suspended like lanterns, contrasted 

vividly with the thick shiny leaves of the citrus trees on which they grew; wax¬ 
like spikes of asphodel shone along the roadside; colour flared from every 
garden and each smart white house had its patio and its wrought-iron railings 
and gate. From every aspect the views were breathtaking, contrast adding 
enormously to their charm - the wild volcanic mountains, still and immense; the 
lower slopes and coastal plain alive with a spectrum of colour born of their 
fertility; the aquamarine waters of the Aegean sweeping through a succession of 
unbelievable shades of blue until, on reaching the misted horizon, they tumbled 
over the rim of the earth. 

With the increasing distance from the harbour both traffic and people thinned out 
until the only sign of life was a goat-herd on the hillside, tending his flock, and a 
donkey ambling along the road, a man astride its back, a man who smiled and 
raised a hand in salute to the taxi-driver while his curious eyes sought for - and 
examined - the passenger in the back. 

Nothing was missed on an island like this. Very soon Stamati would be 
spreading the news that he had dropped his fare at the house of Mr. Doneus, and 
everyone would wonder why Mr. Doneus should be having an English visitor 
and many would be the roundabout methods adopted in order to find the answer 
to this question. 

They were driving along the coast road now, making for the north of the island, 
and with each passing moment Julie became more and more enchanted with the 
island of Kalymnos. 

"Are we nearly there?" she asked Stamati, and immediately regretted the 
question as Stamati turned towards her, driving as if he had eyes in the back of 
his head. 

"Yes, madam. Mr. Doneus's house is not very far now." His tone sounded 
strange, Julie thought, and she frowned slightly, recalling how, on his first 
learning of her destination, Stamati had acted a trifle strangely. It was almost as 
if he knew of her expected arrival in Kalymnos. 



Perhaps she imagined things, Julie told herself, leaning back once more and 
looking out of the window. What she saw brought a fleeting smile to her lips. 
Two small brown children - a girl and a boy - were cracking nuts on the 
pavement and as the cab drew abreast the boy grinned at her and held out an 
almond. 

"You want?" Stamati slowed down. "I get for you." He brought the taxi to a halt 
and slid from his seat. 


"Will they want some money?" Julie rather thought they might be making the 
gesture merely in expectancy of a tip, and she was opening her handbag when 
Stamati said, "No money! They give you for nothing! " 

She felt rebuked, unaware that quite often the Greeks spoke like this, and only 
slight indignation could sound like anger. 

"Thank you very much." Julie waved her thanks to the children after accepting 
the nuts, taken from their shells and ready for her to eat. 

"Nice?" Stamati's head came round and Julie popped a nut into her mouth. 

"Very." She nodded and smiled; Stamati let in the clutch and they were on their 
way again. 

Suddenly he uttered a loud curse, pressing his horn and at the same time 
applying his brakes and swerving almost into a low wall at the side of the road. 
Julie was thrown forward; she straightened up again just in time to see a grinning 
young man astride a scooter, waving cheerfully to the taxi-driver. On the pillion, 
sitting sideways, was a smiling young woman with a baby on her knee. 

"How does she stay on?" gasped Julie, noticing that Stamati was still 
gesticulating even though the scooter and riders had disappeared round another 
bend in the road. 

"Petros - he a big fool! Did you see way he took that bend?" 


Julie shook her head, explaining that she had been looking out at the scenery 
from her side window. 



"What happened?" she added, realizing that Stamati had no intention of driving 
away until he had told her all about it. 


"He come round on wrong side! And his woman on back, and baby! Petros he 
crash one day!" 

"No, don't say that. If he's such a careless driver then you should talk to him." 

"Talk! " Disgustedly Stamati spread his chubby brown hands. 

"Petros, he no listen to anyone! And his woman, she like riding, but one day they 
all fall off, and then Petrol learn his big lesson! " 

"I don't know how she could stay on, not sitting like that." The very idea made 
Julie tingle with fear. But the girl had been as unperturbed as her husband when 
they passed the taxi, and she might have been sitting in a chair, so comfortable 
and safe did the baby appear to be. 

"She used to it. Our women not sit like you on scooter." 


"Are we going?" asked Julie, feeling now was the time to change the subject. 

By the time the taxi had slowed down and turned into an unmade cart-track the 
landscape had become infinitely lonely, the only signs of habitation being the 
odd white villa high on the hillside, and the magnificent Venetian castle, 
glimpses of which had been visible through the trees as the taxi wound along a 
road running close to the sea. The castle had obviously fallen into ruin at one 
time, but it had been renovated, and it stood, weathered and noble, almost on the 
edge of the cliff. 

Its views must be superb, thought Julie, quite fascinated by it because she had 
been given to understand that the Venetian castles on Kalymnos were all in ruins, 
and it surprised her that anyone would have the money to undertake a restoration 
such as this. 

Extensive mature grounds enclosed it on all sides except the front, which faced 
the sea. There appeared to be a sheer drop on this seaward side, but with the 
presence of a graceful white yacht lying at anchor only a short distance out Julie 
surmised that there must at least be a small bay from which a jetty could run to 



the sea. 


Very near was another island, its summits naked and arid, its presence in such 
close proximity to the shore creating the impression that the castle was 
completely surrounded by mountains, as the coast of Kalymnos itself curved at 
this part into a semi-circle. Colour blazing front the roof betrayed the presence of 
a garden there. 

What a panorama must be visible from that roof! 

"This is Mr. Doneus's house." Stamati's voice broke into her thoughts and 
looking out of the other window she saw an unkempt garden and weed-strewn 
path as Stamati brought his taxi to a standstill outside a dilapidated cottage. Dust 
swirled up and entered Julie's eyes as Stamati opened the door for her to step out 
of the car. 

"How much do I owe you?" she asked, taking her purse from her handbag. 

"Forty drachmae, madam." Stamati lifted her suitcase from the back seat and 
placed it on the ground beside her, his eyes darting first to the door of the cottage 
and then to the window. 

No one was about - much to his disappointment, or so it seemed to Julie. 

"Thank you. It doesn't matter about the change." 


"Efharisto pare poli - many thanks, madam." 

"Good morning, and thank you again." 

"I enjoy do this, madam." 

The shabby appearance of the dwelling in which Doneus lived was reassuring to 
Julie who, ever since leaving England, had been faintly worried in case Doneus 
did not now need the money. Well, he evidently did, and with this conclusion 
came the assurance that her business with him would be conducted without 
delay. 

The inspection of her surroundings was suddenly brought to an end as a large 



golden Labrador, appearing from somewhere at the back of the house, began 
barking loudly as it bounded towards her. 

"Jason - ela! " at the sharp, deeply-intoned command the dog stopped, turned 
immediately and ran back to his master, wagging its tail and continuing to bark 
as if actually talking to the man. 

He came forward, stooped to pat the dog's head and then straightened up. He 
wore a sweater similar to those of the men Julie had seen on the quay - and there 
the resemblance ended, the picture she had formed in her mind being swept 
away as she tilted her head right back to look into a severe unsmiling face etched 
in classical lines, with an out-thrust jaw and clear, very dark skin. 

His features were firm and taut, with deep hollows below high fleshless 
cheekbones creating the impression of excessive angularity. Straight black brows 
beneath a low and noble forehead; a full, rather sensuous mouth and eyes that 
smouldered, dark as charcoal embers. Julie shuddered even while admitting that 
the face was handsome in some indefinable sort of way. Discordant with this 
awesome perfection was the raised scar running from his right ear to a spot just 
above his jaw-bone. Her startled half-scared eyes fluttered downwards, taking in 
the sinewed litheness of his body; she had the impression of tremendous hidden 
strength and pictured him diving into the dark waters of the ocean, carrying a 
large boulder perhaps, so speeding up his descent in order to save his breath for a 
longer stay on the rocks to which the sponges were adhering. 

"Are you Mr. Lucian?" she managed at last, aware that a hint of amusement had 
entered those piercing black eyes at her long and disbelieving scrutiny. She had 
received her first staggering shock; her second came when he spoke to her in 
perfect, cultured English. 

"I am." The same deeply-toned accents, courteous and vibrantly alive. "You are 
Julie?" He examined her face, taking in every lovely detail of her features - the 
aristocratic forehead, high and intelligent, the clear tight skin over delicate 
contours, the large grey eyes and soft full lips, trembling slightly in spite of her 
efforts to retain her composure. 

But it was far from easy with those eyes holding hers ... as a viper holds its 
potential prey. She felt hypnotized, and even while admitting that she was being 
fanciful she could not help thinking of his name Aidoneus ... the name given by 



the ancient Greeks to the god of the bleak underworld. 


He was perfectly composed whereas Julie, confronted by a vision so remote 
from anything she could have envisaged, found herself in a state of unease which 
both angered and astounded her. Nevertheless, she managed an arrogant lift of 
her chin at the familiarity. 

"I am Miss Veltrovers, yes." 

Doneus extended a hand; Julie put hers into it and at the contact the most odd 
sensation shot through her. He retained possession of her hand far longer than 
was necessary, his grip so firm that her fingers were crushed one against another. 

"How do you do - Julie." Stress on her name; she tried to look haughty and 
found herself flushing instead. That a mere peasant could cause her such 
discomfiture was quite unbelievable. Taking her suitcase Doneus made a gesture, 
inviting her into the house. Reluctantly she stepped in front of him, her heart 
racing. He was frightening, this man who, despite the testimony of his clothes 
and the house in which he lived, seemed thoroughly educated. And in addition 
there was something noble about him, something which set him apart from any 
man she had ever known. He possessed an air of distinction and superiority, the 
air of a supreme being ... but then Hades had been a supreme being, Julie 
remembered, again lapsing into fanciful musings. 

The room into which she was shown instantly became dominated by his 
presence; he appeared to fill it. The Labrador followed on his heels, looked up, 
then went to Julie, sniffing at her ankles. 

"Ela!" sharply from Doneus and the dog went to him. "Sit, Jason." Placing Julie's 
suitcase on a chair Doneus turned to her, asking if he might take her coat. She 
shook her head. 

"No, thank you." Ridiculous, but she felt somehow that the garment would 
afford her a degree of protection against this overpowering man. He raised his 
brows, and she added, "My business will not take long, Mr. Lucian. You know 
why I am here, and the sooner we get the matter settled the happier I shall be. 
I've arranged to catch the Lindos, which sails from Kalymnos at three this 
afternoon." 

Without remarking on this he said, "Please sit down. What refreshment can I 



offer you - coffee?" 


Julie hesitated before giving a resigned little shrug, and said yes, she would like 
a cup of coffee. 

"Sit down," invited Doneus again, indicating a chair. Julie glanced at it with faint 
disdain and he added, still in the same courteous tones, "It's quite clean, Julie ... 
though not what you've been used to, naturally." 



CHAPTER THREE 


SHE sat down, her eyes on his back as he departed into what she presumed to be 
the kitchen. Then she made a comprehensive examination of her surroundings. 
What a hovel! 

Poor furniture and bare tiled floor; a great stone fireplace with black iron pans on 
the hearth. The walls were whitewashed, the door painted a dark brown with a 
hole where the handle had once been. On a sideboard bric-a-brac included little 
stone figures - votive offerings from an ancient grave, she concluded, while 
hanging on the wall above were two ikons which, because of her sudden feeling 
of near hysteria, made Julie want to laugh. Beautiful renderings of the Virgin 
Mary and St. Peter ...here in the home of a man called Aidoneus. 

To her surprise the china was fine and dainty; the tray on which he brought in the 
coffee was covered with a snow-white cloth, edged with hand-embroidery. 
Obtained from somewhere for the occasion, she concluded, but the cleanliness 
made her feel a little more comfortable and as he had brought in a jug of warm 
milk she was able to have her coffee the way she liked it, while Doneus on the 
other hand was drinking the thick black liquid known as Turkish coffee. 

"And now, Julie, we can talk." He had seated himself on a chair opposite to her, 
and the small table stood between them. "You have considered my proposition?" 
He looked down at Jason as 

he spoke and Julie had the odd conviction that he was deliberately hiding his 
expression from her. 

"Your proposition, as you call it, is quite ridiculous, Mr. Lucian -" 

"Doneus," he softly interrupted, and irritably she shook her head, a frown 
creasing her brow. 

"As we shall soon be saying goodbye there's nothing to be gained by adopting 
familiarities," she began, when once again he interrupted her. 

"I'm under the impression that we are to be married," was his cool rejoinder, and 
she gestured impatiently with her hand. 



"You really meant that?" 


A small hesitation ... a very strange hesitation in fact before he said, looking at 
her and once more observing every beautiful line and curve of her features, 

"I really meant it, Julie." Was it imagination - or did she detect a note of 
uncertainty in his voice? 

"Mr. Lucian, you can't want to marry me. The idea's preposterous in the extreme, 
we both know that." 

Another pause and then, softly, "Why have you come here, Julie?" 

"Miss Veltrovers," she snapped. 

His black eyes gleamed, hard as obsidian. 

"Why have you come?" he demanded abruptly. 

"To talk about this matter She broke off, then took a softer line. "Please don't 
think I'm insensible to what you suffered all those years ago, Mr. Lucian. But I 
was then a mere child, and you yourself were very young. In your grief you 
demanded reparation. But you're older now and - and I just can't believe - What I 
mean is, having met you and spoken to you I - well, you don't appear to be the 
sort of man who - who...." She tailed off, with sudden caution, realizing she must 
find some more diplomatic way of voicing her opinion, but Doneus finished for 
her, "My - er - manner, shall we say, does not coincide with your concept of a 
person who could harbour a grudge all that time?" His smooth voice was edged 
with humour; he seemed inwardly to be amused at some joke of his own. 

"Exactly." Julie gazed into his dark face, noticing the movement at one side, 
which appeared to be a nerve twitching in the scar. 

How had he come by it? she wondered, again seeing him diving into the deep 
waters, risking his life each time he did so - his life or some dreadful mangling 
of his frame, like that suffered by the boy she had seen in Kalymnos. She 
shuddered at the idea of such perfection as Doneus's being subjected to the 
hazards of a spongediver's life. 



Would Doneus one day come from the sea like that boy? - all youth and strength 
torn for ever from his magnificent body? 

Julie's thoughts went out to the wives and children and mothers of these brave 
men of Kalymnos ... waiting for the ships to return, hearts thudding, anxiously 
watching every man's face for the one they sought. 

With each homecoming there would be rejoicing for some - heartbreak for 
others. 

"You flatter me, Julie," Doneus was saying as he reached forward to take his cup 
and saucer from the table. "But your deductions are wrong - I am capable of 
harbouring a grudge." 

Over the top of his cup he stared at her as he took a sip of the treacle-like fluid. 
"I still demand reparation." His face was set, uncompromising. He looked 
wicked, she thought - evil almost. 

And yet, conversely, his very air of superiority seemed to place him above the 
threat which had resulted in her being here, and once again, she told herself that 
there was something she did not understand. 

"My uncle has sent you some money," she began, involuntarily glancing round 
the room, an action which brought the first real glint of anger to her companion's 
eyes. "He's very sorry for what occurred." Her voice had trailed away to a mere 
whisper because a feeling of in-adequacy and helplessness was stealing over her 
like a cloud blotting out the sun. 

Sitting here, opposite to Doneus, it seemed incredible that she should have set 
out from England with the optimistic expectancy of meeting an ineffectual 
peasant who would accept the money offered without the least hesitation. 
Instead, she found herself confronted by such magnificence that it was only with 
the greatest difficulty that she was managing to maintain some small degree of 
her inherent poise. 

"There's no need to try to shield your uncle," Doneus was saying, his tones 
matching the hardness of his gaze. "But you ...? You have a softer heart, I 
think?" A small silence fell on the room, broken when Jason, one elbow 
thudding against a chair leg, began to scratch himself. "Jason - ti simveni? What 
is wrong with you today? Where are your manners?" 



Jason cocked an ear at this strange language, spoken for Julie's benefit, but he 
went to his master just the same, resting his head on his knee. Did Doneus live 
quite alone here - with just this dog for companionship? Julie wondered. If that 
were so then he must be exceedingly lonely during the seven months of the year 
when he was unemployed. 

"How have you reached the conclusion that I have a soft heart?" she asked 
curiously, her gaze on the long lean hand idly stroking the Labrador's head. 

Across the table Doneus stared at Julie, lazily through half-closed eyes. And 
then, surprisingly, the glimmer of a smile curved the outline of his lips. 

"Your eyes, Julie, are all-revealing." He paused a moment, watching the 
delicately-fluctuating colour in her cheeks - the effect of his softly-spoken 
words. "They tell me that you are very different both from your uncle and his 
son." 

"I don't wish to be thought above them, Mr. Lucian," she returned, her eyes 
falling to his hand again as for some reason she recalled that strange sensation 
passing through her when it had so firmly enclosed hers. 

"Very commendable, Julie. I'm glad you've made me that answer. Your 
unaffected charm delights me -" He broke off, and actually laughed at her 
expression. "Don't tell me you're unused to flattery," he ended, still considerably 
amused by her embarrassment. 

Julie lowered her head; the situation was becoming far too intimate, she decided, 
wondering if such outspokenness was a normal characteristic of the average 
Greek. Determinedly she edged a little coolness into her voice as she began to 
remind Doneus that they were straying from the subject, but she had not 
progressed very far when he interrupted her, choosing to disregard what she had 
said. 

"Incidentally, the photograph in the magazine did not do you justice." His firm 
lips twitched, but this time he did not laugh at her expression as she swiftly 
raised her head to look at him. 

"The reality far exceeds the picture in beauty -" 


"Mr. Lucian, can we talk business?" she cut in, angry with herself for flushing 



under this man's flattery. 


She wanted to escape, to move out of this room into the air and sunshine, 
because an understanding of her quickened heartbeats eluded her and because of 
this all-enveloping emotional intensity which defied all logic or reason. "Are you 
going to accept the money we are offering you?" 

His eyes flickered strangely; she knew for sure that he read her mind and at the 
realization a quivering chill crept along her 

spine, for knowledge in the possession of a man like this meant power. 

"What reason have you for surmising that I'll be willing to accept silence 
money?" he inquired in cold contemptuous tones. 

"The money is offered as reparation, Mr. Lucian." 

"Rather belated, isn't it?" was Doneus's sarcastic rejoinder as he leant back in his 
chair, one hand remaining on Jason's head. 

Julie's flush spread and Doneus's eyes widened with admiration and ... could it 
be desire? 

"Mr. Lucian," she persevered, "I am here to make you an offer - not that money 
can compensate for your loss, but I'm sure you can use it profitably 

"How much are you offering me?" he interrupted curiously. 

"Five hundred pounds." 

"Five hundred pounds! " he ejaculated. "Five hundred pounds! But how very 
generous of your uncle." A thoughtful pause followed before Doneus added, 
"Are you quite sure Sir Edwin can afford to pay me such a sum?" 

An odd note in his voice prompted her to, ask, looking suspiciously at him, 
"Have you any reason to believe that my uncle cannot afford to pay you five 
hundred pounds, Mr. Lucian?" 

A faintly contemptuous smile rose to his lips. 



"Tell me, Julie, was your decision to come here the result of anxiety for the girl 
whom your cousin is about to marry ... or are you interested only in saving the 
family fortunes?" 

A startled gasp escaped Julie and Doneus's smile deepened. 

"How do you come to know about our - finances?" she demanded, assuming an 
air of hauteur. 

"I hear things, Julie. We are not quite so cut off here as you evidently believe. I 
am fully aware that it is imperative that Alastair acquires the Jarrow fortune." He 
stopped, affording Julie a chance to comment, but she was speechless and he 
continued, "I hope I'm right in thinking that your anxiety is more for the girl than 
for your uncle and his son?" 

A question, pointed and demanding an answer. Julie inclined her head in a 
gesture of agreement. 

"I am greatly attached to Lavinia," she admitted. "It would break her heart were 
she to learn of Alastair's past." 

"So her fortune does not come into it - not as far as you're concerned, that is?" 


She looked at him, unaware of the distress in her gaze, or the faint tremor of her 
mouth. 

"Lavinia's happiness is my main concern." 

"But not your uncle's main concern," he rejoined perceptively, and without 
conscious thought Julie inclined her head in agreement, wondering how on earth 
this man had come to possess a knowledge of their most intimate affairs. Doneus 
continued, astounding her by saying, "You become more and more attractive to 
me with every moment that passes, Julie. And that means, of course, that my 
desire to marry you becomes stronger also." 

The softness of his tones - almost gentle, they sounded - was in complete 
contrast to the inflexibility in his gaze and Julie found herself floundering in 
bewilderment. She should flare up at his words, telling him how ridiculous she 
was, but instead she found herself saying, 



"Mr. Lucian, I believe there is some mystery. The whole situation doesn't ring 
true, somehow." She almost went on to add that she was beginning to doubt that 
he had sent that message at all, but instantly bit back the words, realizing just 
how stupid they would sound. Obviously he had sent the message ... and yet.... 
She shook her head, in a very dazed manner, and added, "I still can't believe you 
really want to marry me." 

His expression underwent several changes as she talked and although Julie failed 
to understand any of them she had the sure conviction that certain of her words 
had startled him, and she felt that the whole situation would become transparent 
if only she could make a guess at the vital links that were missing. 

"On the contrary," came the quiet but firm pronouncement, "I desire nothing 
more than to marry you." He looked at Jason and spoke to him in Greek. The 
dog moved away and lay down in the middle of the room. 

Julie gave a sigh of impatience and tried again. 

"Mr. Lucian, I came here because you requested it. I believed we discuss terms-" 

"My terms were laid down ten years ago," he interrupted quietly, and Julie found 
herself swallowing a ball of anger that had gathered in her throat. 

"The promise my uncle made so long ago was as ridiculous as your demand! " 
She glanced disdainfully at her surroundings. 


"Surely you could find a good use for five hundred pounds?" 

How glad she now was that she had not offered the two hundred given her by her 
uncle. 

"You think so?" Almost imperceptibly he turned his head and, following the 
direction of his gaze, Julie saw that he was looking at the castle, standing with 
patrician-like nobility on the edge of the fluted cliffs. Her eyes opened wide. 
Surely he did not expect a fortune from them, a sum which would purchase him 
a home like that! As she returned her eyes to his dark profile, some force quite 
beyond her comprehension made her say, "Mr. Lucian, are you a spongediver?" 


Slowly he brought his gaze back to her, inclining his head. 



"That is my occupation, Julie." Quiet tones, devoid of expression. Leaning 
forward, Doneus picked up the glass of water he had brought in with his coffee, 
and took a long drink. 

"Then surely you will accept the five hundred 

"No, Julie, I will not." His voice was ice now; Julie knew she had hurt his pride. 
"It's marriage or ..." The rest was left unsaid. 

Julie stood up. 

"Then there's no need for further discussion," she snapped, assuming all the 
arrogance befitting her station as a member of the English aristocracy. "I will bid 
you good day!" Yet inside she trembled. What was to be the outcome of this 
wasted journey? Would he carry out his threat? 

"The wedding is a week today, I am informed." 

Julie stood looking down at him, biting her lip. "Mr. Lucian - please listen to 
reason 

"Did your cousin listen to reason when that young girl asked for mercy?" 

Julie spread her hands, little realizing how young and defenceless she appeared 
to this man - or how very desirable. 

"I cannot be held responsible for his misdeeds," she whispered. 

"You would not be so unkind as to punish me for what he has done?" Soft and 
pleading words, so out of keeping with her manner of only seconds ago. His eyes 
remained hard, like metal. 

"You do admit to his having committed a crime, then?" 

"I know he did wrong, yes." He remained silent and to her consternation tears 
hovered, ready to escape. "What can I say to you? You have no heart." Not quite 
true. He did have a heart - of stone. 


"Ten years ago I had a heart," he returned. "And if that heart has gone then it is 
your people who tore it out." 



"My people - but not me." Again that pleading note, and yet, looking into that 
hard face, she knew they fell on deaf ears. 

"The innocent shall suffer for the guilty ..." A small pause. "We in Greece feel 
deeply for the sins of our relatives, and endeavour to make reparation to the one 
harmed." 

"I am not a Greek, Mr. Lucian." 

"Sit down, Julie," he said, ignoring that remark. "Have some more coffee." 

"I will stay only if you agree to talk business." 

"The business of marriage?" 

"I've said, several times, the idea's out of the question! " 

"That is final?" 

"It is." 

A brief silence. Doneus rose from his chair. 

"There's no need for you to go yet - not if your ship doesn't sail until three. Can I 
offer you some lunch?" 

"No, thank you." Julie's heart was in her feet. This man meant what he said, of 
that she felt very sure. Was there no way out? 

Her thoughts strayed to Lavinia, sweet-natured and madly in love with Alastair. 
Her heart must surely be broken. 

"I can't think you will appear in the church;" she began. "It would be cruel. If 
you knew Lavinia Julie extended her hands in a gesture of deep entreaty, 
thinking again how different this situation was from what she had anticipated on 
setting out from her home only yesterday. 

She had a poor spongediver with whom to deal, a man from peasant stock who 
would be only too willing to accept the money she had to offer. This was what 
she had expected. He was a fool to refuse it, for surely it must make all the 



difference to his life. "Lavinia is so young, Mr. Lucian, and she's deeply attached 
to my cousin. She's done you no wrong; she isn't related to those who harmed 
you." 

"She intends to be, though." 

"But she's innocent," Julie cried indignantly. "How can you contemplate 
breaking her heart?" 

"Another young girl was innocent... until your fine Alastair got hold of her," he 
said harshly. "No, Julie, do not ask for mercy from me, nor expect it. I mean 
what I say." Julie's head was bent and with an unexpected gesture Doneus put a 
lean dark hand under her chin and forced her to meet his gaze. "You know, in 
your heart, that I mean to denounce your cousin, don't you?" 

She could not speak for a moment, so conscious was she of his strange touch. It 
should have been abhorrent, should have filled her with disgust, to be handled 
like this by a mere peasant, and yet she seemed mesmerized by the power of him 
and several seconds elapsed before she twisted away, and even then she could 
still feel the warmth of his hand, and its strength. 

"Yes," she owned at last, her lovely mouth trembling. "Yes, I do know you mean 
to denounce Alastair." 

"And are you still determined to turn down my offer?" 

"Your offer?" with a certain sarcasm despite the way she felt, hopeless and dead 
inside. "You demanded that I come to you, all those years ago." 

To her surprise he frowned at the recollection - almost as if he resented being 
reminded of it, which was of course ridiculous, seeing that he was still of the 
same mind about owning her - for that was what it amounted to. 

"I did say that you could return to your home for five months of the year, Julie. 
Did your uncle tell you that?" 

"The gipsy - the Greek woman did." 


"While I'm away at sea it would be dull for you here 



"As I shan't be here, either in your absence or not, you waste time in discussing 
it." 

His mouth went tight. 

"I believe you will think again about this matter He broke off and looked 
steadily down into her face. "In fact," he added softly, "I am quite sure you will." 

"Your confidence is as ridiculous as your request!" Brave words, but her heart 
was like a leaden weight. Picking up her suitcase, she moved to the open door; 
fragrant delights assailed her nostrils as a soft warm breeze stirred the flowers. 

"It's incredible that you could even ask me to come to a place like this." Stepping 
into the sunshine, Julie was aware of Doneus just behind her and despite her 
outward hauteur she felt her flesh tingle. 

"You are proud, madam! Is my home not good enough for you?" 

Astounded, Julie turned. Of everything he had said this question made the 
strongest impact; choked by anger and indignation she just stared incredulously 
at him and for a long moment silence reigned between them. Jason came to his 
master, lifting his head and gazing at him as if wondering why the voices had 
stopped. 

"Do you really expect an answer to so absurd a question?" she managed, taking a 
step backwards on realizing how overpoweringly close he was. 

"Absurd, is it?" His face had twisted into harsh lines and his eyes kindled. "A 
husband's home is usually good enough for his wife. You will come to regard it 
as home - with time, of course, but there will be plenty of that-" 

"Can we put an end to this farcical conversation? Where can I get a taxi?" 

"Taxi?" he echoed, diverted. "Didn't you tell Stamati to come back?" His voice 
was no longer harsh; he seemed a trifle anxious, she thought, much to her 
amazement. What an enigma the man was! 

"No -1 didn't think of it." Her mind had been fully occupied with other matters, 
but she now realized she should have paid a little attention to the problem of 
getting back to Kalymnos. 



"Isn't there anyone round here who has a taxi?" Even as she put the question she 
realized how silly it was, for the place was deserted. 

"I'm afraid not." 

"And there's no bus?" 

"Taxis act as buses - you book one seat and share with others, but you won't get 
one here. You'll have to walk to the village 

"But that's a long way off." 

"There's no other means of getting to Kalymnos. The dolmus - that's the taxi - 
will be there at half-past two." 

"Half-past two!" she quivered. "The ship sails at three o'clock." 

Doneus gave an impatient sigh. 

"If it was your intention to leave so soon then why didn't you instruct Stamati to 
wait?" 

"I didn't think." She shook her head dejectedly. "This is just about the last straw." 
Sudden tears filled her eyes. She put down her case and began searching in her 
bag for a handkerchief. "I'll miss the ship ..." She blew her nose, surreptitiously 
touching her eyes so as to catch the tears before they fell. "Is there no way at all 
that I can get to Kalymnos by three o'clock?" 

A long silence followed her question and, glancing up when at last she was sure 
her tears were effectively in check, she noticed that Doneos's eyes were on the 
castle, its walls gleaming like old gold in the sunshine. 

"When is the next boat, Julie?" Doneus was still staring at the castle, in a strange 
attitude of indecision. 

"Tomorrow, at the same time. But I can't wait till then." Her thoughts naturally 
went to the room she had occupied last night - the mosquitoes, the absence of a 
bath and cold water only in which to wash herself. 


She could stay at his cottage, Doneus told her after another silence. He would 



fetch his mother and she would also stay at the cottage. He watched Julie's 
expression as he spoke, waiting, she knew, for the look of distaste to appear at 
this suggestion, but after the mention of a mother everything else was 
momentarily excluded from her mind. 

"Was that your mother whom I saw in England?" The same black eyes and 
straight brow, the same full lips. She should have known the moment she saw 
Doneus, but somehow she had not expected him to have a mother living - 
although there was no valid reason for those conclusions. 

"It was. She's quite charming, Julie, although at that time I expect you did not 
think so." 

His mother.... A true peasant, with fine gold rings through pierced ears and on 
her brown arms several bangles. Black clothes covering her whole body and a 
black cowl on her head. 

"Your mother doesn't live with you?" How very strange that they should live 
apart. 

"She prefers her own place - parents do, you know." 

She frowned. The mystery appeared to be deepening. 

"I don't want to stay here." But she thanked him all the same, in quiet gracious 
tones. "I'll begin walking; I might get a lift from someone with a car." 

A shadow seemed to cross his face at her firm refusal and something twisted in 
Julie's heart. It staggered her, since there was no reason at all why she should 
pity this man in his loneliness. 

"You'll never get a lift," he asserted, and her lips trembled. His glance strayed to 
the cliff. "I can borrow a car." The words came reluctantly as if they were 
impelled by some force he would rather have suppressed. 

"A car! " Julie looked incredulously at him. "Where from?" 

"The castle." He bent as he spoke, and stroked Jason's head. 

"You know them well enough to borrow a car?" Her astonishment brought anger 



to his face. 


"You appear to think that people living in a castle would not wish to know 
anyone like me?" So quiet the voice, and so dangerous. Julie felt a little of the 
blood leave her face. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Lucian, I spoke without thinking. There is no reason for my 
assuming they would not wish to know you." 

Accepting the apology without comment he said, "Go inside and sit down again. 
I shall be away ten minutes or so." 

Julie did as requested; Doneus went into the kitchen for something and 
automatically Julie called the dog. "Come on, Jason." 

The Labrador cocked his head but took no notice. 

"He doesn't understand English," Doneus called out. "Ela, Jason - that's what you 
should have said. It means come here." 

Jason had gone to his master and Julie remained silent, feeling too shy to utter 
the Greek word. 

Doneus was laughing as he returned from the kitchen and Julie stared at him. He 
seemed different, somehow ... not quite so formidable. 

"I'll be as quick as I can," he promised and, calling to Jason, he went out. A few 
seconds later Julie saw him pass the window, riding a dilapidated bicycle, the 
Labrador trotting along beside him. 

Jason was sitting in the back when the car drew up outside the tiny cottage. An 
hour and a half later Julie was on board the Lindos. Doneus had got her there a 
couple of hours before the ship was due to sail and as she was allowed to board 
she went straight down to her cabin, remaining there until the ship sailed, when 
she again came up on deck. Already the rocky little island was receding; people 
stood on the quayside and waved to their friends or relatives who were leaving 
on the ship. 

Suddenly, unbelievably, Julie saw Doneus, right at the end of the quay, a little 



way from the borrowed car, Jason standing close to him. Julie swallowed 
something hard and painful in her throat as the realization flashed upon her that 
Doneus had either been waiting there for two hours, or he had been somewhere - 
to get a snack, perhaps - and then returned ... just to see the ship sail ... with her 
aboard it. She turned away, still swallowing. 

What did it mean? Impelled, she swung round again. She saw a hand lifted in 
salute, saw Doneus then open the car door to allow Jason to jump up on to the 
back seat, and seconds later the car was moving slowly along the quayside, and 
she watched it, fascinated, until it disappeared behind the customs shed. But 
even then she continued to stare, and the car was seen again, moving along the 
waterfront where the cafes were situated. It became smaller and smaller and then 
it was gone altogether. 



CHAPTER FOUR 


DURING the entire homeward journey Julie's mind was naturally occupied by 
her recent encounter with Doneus Lucian. Her uncle had omitted to mention the 
unusually fine physique of the man, or his inordinate good looks and air of the 
aristocrat, and these were the first things on which she commented when she 
arrived back at Belcliffe House in the late afternoon of the following day. Edwin 
lifted his brows in surprise and Julie felt the colour spring to her cheeks. She had 
no more idea than Edwin why she should have made mention of such 
irrelevancies. 

"He was tall, granted, but I don't seem able to recall any outstanding signs of 
handsomeness or air of the aristocrat A thin laugh echoed through the room. 
"Aristocrat, indeed! The man had all the appearance of the peasant that he was - 
cheap and shabby clothes and a general air of poverty, as I've already said. 
Anyway, what has his appearance to do with it? He accepted the money, I 
suppose?" 

They were in the lounge taking afternoon tea, which had been brought in by a 
uniformed maid immediately on Julie's arrival. 

Logs burned brightly in the great Adam fireplace; their glow showered the 
elegant room with a soft cosy warmth and cast oblique, flickering shadows on to 
the wainscoted walls. Outside, the early October day was grey and dull, so vastly 
different from the clear blue skies and sunshine of Kalymnos, thought Julie 
absently as with a fleeting echo of memory there rose up before her the tall lithe 
figure of a man with features so attractive they scarcely seemed real, with eyes 
that surely could probe one's very soul; a man with a name that had once meant 
Hades.... She saw that man standing alone on the quayside, the wind in his hair, 
peering at the ship as it sailed away from the island, and lifting a hand in salute- 

"Julie, I've asked you a question." Her uncle's voice broke into her thoughts and 
she glanced across at him. "He accepted the money?" 


"He did not accept the money." She leant back against the soft upholstery of the 
chair, her cup and saucer in her hand. 



Why was she so calm? Was she sunk in the apathy of defeat and despair? Or 
could it be that she had almost convinced herself that Doneus Lucian would not 
carry out his threat - that it had never been his intention to do so? There was 
something so noble about him, something so far above such behaviour. 

Julie recalled that transient moment when hovering on her lips were words 
which, had they been uttered, would have informed him that she did not believe 
he had sent the message at all. 

The next moment she had owned to herself that the idea was ridiculous, because 
she was there, discussing the matter with him. Her arrival had been expected, his 
ultimatum presented. 

And yet, deep in her subconscious, there still dwelt the sure conviction that some 
mystery surrounded the whole proceedings. 

"He-!" Edwin's face went grey. Julie noticed the quick convulsive twitching of 
his fingers as, having picked up a piece of scone, her uncle returned it to his 
plate. "He actually refused two hundred pounds! I don't believe it! " 

"I offered him five hundred, Uncle," Julie informed him quietly. 

"He almost laughed in my face." 

A swift glance, astounded, and then, "Laughed - at five hundred pounds? What 
sort of circumstances was the fellow in?" 

"Extremely poor circumstances." Julie lapsed into thought again, still wrestling 
with the mystery woven by her own conflicting questions and answers. That 
Doneus Lucian would very much like to marry her was evident, although for 
what reason she could not even begin to guess. And as he did wish to marry her 
the threat had been uttered in the hope of effecting a capitulation on her part, but, 
having failed in his endeavour, had Doneus become resigned? 

As if to strengthen this new theory came the recollection of his unsureness - a 
momentary lapse, she believed, but its presence had not been missed by Julie. 

"His home," Edwin was saying. "What was it like?" 


"It was, as you implied, a hovel - neglected inside and out. In fact, it might 



almost not have been lived in for years - judging by the garden, at least. It was 
dreadfully overgrown, although there were beautiful flowering shrubs. At some 
time or other it had been tended most carefully, that was evident." 


Edwin shook his head, saying that those spongedivers had to care for their 
gardens, because they were forced to grow their own food during the seven 
months they were unemployed. 

"It's only October," he said as if suddenly finding an explanation for the 
neglected garden. "He'll have been away since April. 

That's why the place is overgrown." 

"Why isn't he beginning to do something with it now?" 

"Perhaps he intends to do so." 

Dismissing the matter with a shrug of her shoulders Julie went on to relate all 
that had taken place between Doneus and herself, mentioning also that the 
woman who had brought the message to England was his mother. 

"She doesn't live with him," she ended, and Edwin looked at her with a blank 
expression. 

"What does that signify?" 

"If she's a widow - and I somehow gained the impression that she is - then you'd 
think she and her son would live together, for economic reasons." 

After giving no more than a few seconds' consideration to this Edwin said 
impatiently, "We're digressing. If that rogue doesn't want the money then what 
the devil does he want?" 

It was Julie's turn to be impatient. 

"You know very well what he wants - me! " 

"Such damned nonsense! The fellow should be put behind bars!" 



"He hasn't done anything criminal that I can see." How calm her tones! And she 
was actually defending the man! What had that one short interlude with the tall 
Greek done to her? 

"Blackmail's a criminal offence!" 

"Yes, I suppose you would call it blackmail," she agreed after a pause, and the 
idea brought a sudden frown to her brow. 

"The scoundrel's up to something, but what? Unless he's completely lacking in 
nous he must know that the idea of marriage between a girl of your class and a 
Greek peasant is utterly preposterous! Yet in spite of this he refused five hundred 
pounds Edwin broke off, staring at his niece with sudden comprehension. "I've 
got it! Clear as daylight. He's after bigger fish." 

Julie blinked, and looked interrogatingly at him. 

"I don't understand?" 

"If he knows so much about us then he's aware that you have a fortune in your 
own right - and that's what he's after! He 

honestly believes he can force you to marry him and bring him a fat dowry! By 
heaven, the man's no fool! It's easy to see why he laughed at the idea of five 
hundred pounds." 

Julie went pale. Could this be the explanation? It was certainly the only feasible 
one, but why was her heart sinking like this? 

Why, when she had clear proof of his infamy, should she be clinging to the hope 
that Doneus was an honourable man? 

Certainly he was not honourable. Her uncle's explanation was the correct one; 
Doneus Lucian was hoping to marry a wealthy woman. 

"What's to be done?" Edwin seemed suddenly to droop. "If Alastair doesn't 
marry Lavinia we're finished. Everything will have to go under the hammer." 


Julie's heart jumped. 



"It's as bad as that?" 


Her uncle rose from his chair and began pacing the room, his tea forgotten. 

"Things have been going from bad to worse - and both Alastair and I have been 
gambling in an effort to save the situation." 

Julie sat there staring at him as he walked up and down the room, his eyes on the 
floor. She tried to speak, to voice some words of blame, but what was the good 
of recriminations now? 

After a long while she asked if her money would suffice to put things right, but 
her uncle shook his head. 

"In the first place I wouldn't accept it, and in the second place it would be totally 
inadequate. This house is mortgaged." 

She stared disbelievingly. 

"This house ... our home? Uncle, how could you carry your gambling so far as 
that?" 

He sat down on a chair, and put his head in his hands. Julie watched him for a 
while, thinking of her initial contempt on hearing about the promise he had made 
to Doneus Lucian all those years ago, and her subsequent conviction that she 
would no longer remain in his home. Now, seeing him in the chair, sunk in the 
depths of misery, she forgot everything except the fact that he had taken her, and 
brought her up as his own daughter, loving her, lavishing on her as much 
devotion as on his own son. She went to him and, dropping down beside his 
chair, she put her arms around him. 

"Uncle, don't. Everything will be all right. Doneus Lucian will never come here. 
I know he won't." And at the words she experienced the most odd sensation. All 
anxiety fled; it was as 

if Doneus Lucian himself had conveyed a message across the separating land 
and sea, reassuring her, telling her he had no intention of carrying out his threat. 
"He'll not come, darling. The wedding will go off without a hitch." 

Edwin raised his head, and her heart turned right over as she saw the tears in his 



eyes. A man crying. Was there ever such a heartbreaking sight? 

"Why are you so sure, Julie?" Her hands slid to his shoulders and Edwin's 
covered them. "You've said that it's you he wants, and that he threatened to come 
to the church." 

"That's what he said, but he didn't mean it." Her whole being seemed to be 
shouting with triumph - a triumph born of the conviction that Doneus Lucian 
was too upright and honourable to carry out his threat. 

Julie saw him only as she came abreast with him, and so great was the shock that 
she missed her footing on the lower step leading into the cathedral and would 
have fallen had his arm not shot out and saved her. The contact! For one fleeting 
moment her mind was stripped of all else but that. 

"You look beautiful, Julie." The words, soft as the caress of a breeze in high 
summer, were whispered in Julie's ear before, releasing her, Doneus stepped 
back, out of the way of the bevy of lovely girls in the bridal procession. Ashen 
and disbelieving, the wild pulsation of her heart almost suffocating her, Julie 
took a faltering step that brought her out of line and motioned the other 
bridesmaids to carry on into church. 

"But, Julie," whispered Cheryl, glancing at the tall stranger clad in a cheap but 
neat brown suit, the snowwhite shirt front and collar contrasting vividly with the 
darkness of his skin, "what's wrong?" 

"I've had a strange turn Which was true. Never in her life had Julie received so 
great a shock. She had been so convinced that he would never appear at the 
church. But he had, and his action shattered Julie ... and caused again the hurt 
she had felt when her uncle suggested he was interested in her fortune, refusing 
the five hundred because he was after bigger fish. 

Well, it was either that or he was possessed of some maniacal craze for 
vengeance and - should he manage to get her for his wife - it was his intention to 
ill-treat her, making her pay for the wrongs he had suffered at the hands of her 
relatives. Even though his action in coming here so aptly fitted his name she 
could not accept this ... and yet, in her great terror and confusion, she did see a 
devil as she looked into those dark and penetrating eyes. 


"So you came!" Frantically she glanced over her shoulder at the people and the 



photographers and the pressmen all milling around. "I didn't think you would 


"I told you I would, and you yourself said you knew I'd keep my word." Was it 
imagination, or was there a note of desperation in his voice? Julie dismissed that. 
There was no time for thought. 

"I know I did, but later I felt you were too honourable." 

"I am totally without honour - as are your fine relatives. Quick! Accept my offer 
or I go in there! They will never be married ... and, Julie, your people will be 
ruined." 

Unconsciously she extended both her hands to him, saw him look at them in a 
very strange way. She noticed also the pulsation of a nerve in his scar which 
somehow gave her hope. 

"Go away, Mr. Lucian -1 beg of you! Lavinia has not harmed you 

"My interest is not in the Jarrows, but the Veltrovers." His black eyes flickered 
significantly to the church and his arrogant head was thrown back. He had all the 
air of the victor and yet Julie sensed again that tiny access of uncertainty and 
desperation. 

Was this his final effort at bending the Veltrovers to his will? - and, should he 
fail, would he go away and leave them in peace? 

This idea was strong within Julie - and yet she dared not turn and walk into the 
church, leaving him there, and hoping he would go away. 

"Mr. Lucian, I beg of you -1 do implore you She was still frantic, thinking of 
Lavinia in church, glowing and starry-eyed, her heart beating rapidly, no doubt, 
as with each passing moment she was nearer to becoming her idol's wife.. 


"I know all, Julie," Doneus was whispering in her ear. "And I not only intend 
denouncing Alastair, but I shall also let it be known that the Veltrovers are 
bankrupt, and that they are interested in the dowry, not the girl." 


"Alastair loves her-" 



"Don't connect Alastair with love! " Harsh and venomous now, his voice, and 
black hatred looked out of his eyes. "Your promise, I say! And quick! " 

The last vestige of colour left Julie's face; she was aware of curious pressmen 
taking in the little scene, but only vaguely. 

"God help me," she cried inwardly. "Please take this man away!" Aloud she 
pleaded with Doneus again, but precious moments were passing and all she 
received for an answer was, "Decide, Julie! Now - or else I go into that church! " 

"No!" A spasm of sheer terror passed through her. "I c-can't marry y-you . . ." 
Her voice faltered she felt as if the whole world had deserted her and she was 
alone with this pagan from the East, alone and utterly in his power. "I b-beg of 
you 

"It's only for seven months, Julie! Think! For five months you can return to your 
family. That's almost half the year." She stared, her beautiful eyes filmed and her 
lashes worked rapidly to hold back the cold tears of hopelessness and terror. 
Seven months, he had said. "Quick!" he hissed again, his eyes darting to the 
church door. Julie had the impression that this man was fighting not only for 
time, but for his life. "Quick, I say!" 

Seven months ... 

To be his wife, his woman, as they said in Greece. To be subservient to his 
wishes and desires, for seven months of every year taken down into the dark 
depths of the underworld. 

He made a move towards the church door. 

"Too late! I am going inside" 

"No, wait! " She caught his arm, her brain scarcely functioning as she cried in 
desperation, "I'll make a bargain with you." It would not work, she felt sure, and 
yet she knew at least that she had arrested him. "I'll marry you, and stay with you 
for seven months of the year ... but it will be impersonal.." 

"Impersonal?" He stared, shaking his head. "How can marriage be impersonal?" 

"I don't know you," she cried, unconsciously twisting her hands. 



"How can I live with you as your wife? No," she said with a finality which 
brought a swift look of consternation to his eyes. 

"Go on in, I can't do anything to stop you." 

He stood where he was, a towering giant, looking at her for a few seconds, at her 
upturned face, so pale and so lovely, at her eyes, shaded now with total 
acceptance of defeat. 

"I agree to your terms, Julie," was his quiet and unemotional acceptance of her 
offer. 

"And you will keep your word?" She looked deeply into those black eyes, her 
own eyes pleading and urgent, seeking some sign of insincerity as he said, faint 
indignation in his tones, "I never break my word, Julie," and she knew she could 
trust him, but when he smiled at her she turned aside, not hating him, strangely, 
but hurt and bitter in a way she failed to understand. "You had better go into 
church," he advised, and added, "I'll ring you tomorrow - to make arrangements 
for our marriage." 

She did not move. What had she done? A terrible desolation held her in its grip 
and Julie felt it would linger on and on. .. for the rest of her life. 

"You haven't asked me for an assurance that I shall keep my word," something 
made her say, and the merest touch of a smile curved the fine outline of his lips. 

"I have no need to, my dear," he returned, looking straight at her. "Like me, you 
never break your word." 

They were on the patio, Julie reading a book but now and then raising her eyes 
to glance at her husband's dark face, and each time she did so a strange feeling of 
unrest would sweep over her. She had kept her word, as Doneus had known she 
would, marrying him and coming to Kalymnos in face of the strongest 
opposition from her uncle who, having little regard for the feelings of Lavinia, 
pointed out that as the marriage had taken place there was no longer anything to 
fear. Lavinia would soon get over any hurt, he added, but Julie shook her head. 

"I've made a solemn promise, Uncle 


"Under pressure - as I made one ten years ago! Why is this man here at all? Why 



hasn't he suffered the fate of so many others and been killed before now -?" 

"No!" The single word was an explosion of protest and seemed actually to stun 
her uncle. Julie averted her head, her nerves quivering at the idea of Doneus 
Lucian falling victim to that merciless underwater draught and being killed or, 
perhaps even worse, dreadfully maimed for the rest of his life. Would he be hurt 
some day? She closed her eyes, wondering how she could feel like this about the 
safety of a man who meant absolutely nothing to her. How terrible for those who 
loved their husbands, for mothers and sisters. Why did men have to make a 
living in this way? 

"You're not going to marry a peasant - and a foreigner!" her uncle had said, high¬ 
handed and autocratic. But Julie, who had so recently told him that she judged 
others by their honour and integrity, refused to go back on her word. 

"You'll be home within a week!" Edwin had declared, infuriated at his 
helplessness, and at what he termed his niece's utter pig-headedness in refusing 
to break the promise she had been compelled to make under such extreme 
pressure. 

Julie's thoughts were interrupted as Doneus, glancing up from some papers he 
had been perusing, smiled at her and said, "What is it, Julie? You are so deep in 
thought. Cannot I be let into your secrets - just now and then?" His tones were 
gentle, persuasive, but by no means humble. From the very first he had regarded 
himself as her equal, and in fact his peasant status seemed real only when Julie 
thought of his mother, and when she looked round his home, the home to which, 
just over a month ago, he had brought her, Julie Veltrovers, of Belcliffe House. 

Her lovely grey eyes met his. What was he trying to do? they asked, but 
although Doneus had once said her eyes told him-everything, he appeared to 
miss this question because he merely waited for an answer to his query, showing 
no signs of having interpreted her own silent one. 

"I have no secrets, Doneus." Like his, her tones were gentle, not haughty as they 
so often were with him. 

"Tell me what you were thinking?" 


"I was thinking of home, naturally." 



"Home, Julie?" He lifted a brow and his mouth had taken on the firmness of 
censure, but she stared straight at him as she said, "My home is in England, you 
know that." 

Untidy vines straggled over the roof of the patio and spilled down at each end, 
untended and without support. From the cracks in the patio floor hundreds of 
ants scurried to and fro. 

The paint on the wooden pillars was peeling and particles of plaster dropped 
now and then from the roof. 

"Tell me, Julie, do you just sit here all day, biding your time, as it were, waiting 
for me to go away so that you can go back to England?" 

"Of course I do." As Persephone must have waited in her abysmal prison, for the 
day when she would return to a world of sunlight. Five months, Julie would 
have, beginning at Easter, and at this stage she did not extend her thinking to 
embrace the situation beyond that point. She gave no thought as to how she 
would be received by the fashionable set to which she belonged, or to the 
questions which would inevitably be asked by all her friends who at present 
must be curious indeed, having been told by Edwin that Julie had married a 
foreigner and was living with him on a tiny Greek island; nor did Julie give a 
thought to the day when, her five months of freedom having expired, she would 
be forced to return to the island and to the man who was her husband. 

She looked at him; he seemed lost in unhappy brooding and his deep sigh drifted 
to her across the weather-bleached wicker table on the patio. 

"So, were I going away tomorrow, you would be happy?" 

"Certainly." The truth. .. but why this sudden twist of fear in her heart? Doneus 
maimed.... Speedily she switched her thoughts, her eyes on his long brown hands 
as he slipped the papers he had been perusing into a battered briefcase which had 
lain on the floor beside his chair. What were these papers he so often examined? 
Some were in Greek, she had noticed, and some in English. 

Where did he keep them? He hid them somewhere ... not in the house, for one 
day, her curiosity having got the better of her, she had searched it thoroughly, 
and without difficulty since no drawer or cupboard was ever kept locked. 



"It's a long while to Easter, Julie. Why don't you make some attempt to adapt?" 
Always he spoke to her like this, just as if it were his one abiding wish that she 
accept her fate, resigning herself to living in this three-roomed cubic house, with 
its sparse furnishings, its pump in the garden and its beehive earth oven standing 
some distance away, under the shade of a carob tree. Doneus had showed her 
how to make bread; he had lighted a fire under the oven, using wood that lay 
around, and then put the bread into it. Lovely brown loaves had come out, 
smelling delicious. They were round and crisp and Doneus had sprinkled sesame 
seeds all over them. Julie had watched merely as a diversion from the boredom 
which possessed her from morning until night. But although Doneus, smiling 
and encouraging, had urged her to try her hand at baking she had flatly refused, 
haughtily reminding him who she was. 

"At home I did nothing! I do not intend to be your slave, Doneus." And Doneus 
had left it at that, turning swiftly from her as if afraid he might say something he 
would later come to regret. 

Julie's eyes went to the oven now as she answered his question, saying she had 
neither the desire to adapt nor the intention of doing so. His eyes kindled, 
portraying one of his rare flashes of anger, but the next moment they had cleared. 
Always Doneus seemed to be on his guard, cautious, conciliatory, but never 
humble. 


Watching him, Julie wondered, rather absently, just how strong a temper he 
possessed, and she also wondered if she would ever see it, and feel its barb. 

"You consider yourself above me," he said gently, "and that is a barrier to 
contentment on your part. If you could come to regard me as an equal then you 
would converse with me, walk with me and eat with me." His voice was a mere 
whisper at the end and Julie bit her lip. 

Why didn't she hate him? What was the spell under which he seemed to hold her 
despite the fact that she kept herself totally aloof from him? This conversation 
was unusual; normally when he appeared on the patio she would get up and go 
into the house, or take a walk along the cliffs. Today she had stayed; she did not 
know why. 


"You seem to forget, Doneus, that I am here against my will 



"You needn't have married me, Julie." 


She looked at him, her lovely eyes wide and sad but, strangely, lacking any hint 
of accusation. She knew a return of that hurt and bitterness experienced when, 
outside the church, she had heard Doneus promise to keep his word. At that time 
its presence bewildered her, but now Julie had the answer. Doneus had 
disappointed her by his action in coming to England. She had, perhaps deep 
down in her subconscious, built up a picture of an honourable man, a man to 
whom blackmail would seem abhorrent because he was far above such things. 

She had decided that whatever he had been at the age of twenty, he was now a 
vastly different person, a man whose ideas of justice and fair play matched her 
own. But they did not, as she had discovered to her cost. Mercilessly Doneus had 
made her pay for a wrong inflicted by someone else. 

"Perhaps not, but I was given an ultimatum. I still maintain that I am here against 
my will, and it was only the promise of that five months' freedom that influenced 
me. For the rest of my days I shall be dead for seven months of the year Julie 
broke off as her husband suddenly winced, as if hurt unbearably. The scar 
seemed to rise as a nerve beneath it moved. Fascinatedly she watched it; Doneus 
raised a hand to cover it, concealing it from her gaze. 

"So you live only for the five months you will be away from me?" 

Something intangible yet impressive in his tone urged her to say, "Doneus, I 
have asked you this question several times - Why did you marry me?" and as 
before he refused to supply her with an answer, saying abruptly, "Fet's talk about 
something else, Julie." 

A brief silence as she looked at him, her eyes bewildered by his repeated 
evasions. There must have been some reason for his marrying her. A rustling of 
foliage away across the garden caught her attention; the massive leaves of the 
banana tree lifted and writhed, caught by the west wind coming in from the sea. 

The leaves of the orange tree rustled too, dark and glossy against the ripe fruit 
clustering its branches. Below the tree oranges rotted on the ground; Doneus 
seemed to have no interest in collecting them - but then he received all the 
produce he required from the castle, where he worked as gardener and odd-job 
man. At present the owners - wealthy Americans - were away, having left the 
island a few days prior to Julie's arrival, so she had never seen them. They would 



be away a year, Doneus had said, impatient with her question regarding them. 
They were visiting relatives in Texas, and during their absence Doneus was to 
keep an eye on the castle itself, acting as caretaker. 

That was as much as Julie knew - except that these Americans were paying 
Doneus extra for watching their property, and so he was not quite so poor as she 
imagined he would be. In fact, he had twice asked her if she would care to have 
a meal out with him, at an hotel in Pothaia, but Julie had refused. 

"What have you and I to talk about?" she asked, and impatiently her husband 
shook his head. 

"You just don't want to talk, Julie! " He turned as Jason came bounding across 
the garden, his tail wagging, his tongue hanging out. "Thirsty?" Doneus's face 
had softened miraculously; his hand dropped on to the dog's golden head. 

"You needn't look at me with that expression. I've told you you'll have to learn 
English. Come, I'll get you a drink." 

Julie's eyes followed Doneus into the house. He passed through the sittingroom 
into a small lean-to at the back, a dirt-floored shack containing a shallow brown 
sink and some peculiar wooden implements which, Doneus said, were used 
when washing clothes. One banged or slapped, it seemed, and there was a great 
hollow in the stone slop-stone to prove that generations of Lucian females had 
been thus engaged for many 

precious hours of their lives. She was still looking into the sitting-room when he 
came through, carrying Jason's water bowl. Their eyes met for a moment while 
Doneus was crossing the tiny width of the patio and then he was striding away to 
the pump. Julie felt guilty and hurt when he looked at her like that, but she never 
could figure out why she should. 



CHAPTER FIVE 


A MOMENT or two later, with Jason lapping gratefully at the sparkling water in 
his bowl, which Doneus had placed on the ground in front of the patio, Doneus 
said regretfully, "Sorry I snapped at you, Julie." 

She averted her head, feeling more guilty than ever, and more hurt too. Why was 
he so obliging and gentle? Why did he seem determined to go to any lengths not 
to antagonize her? 

"It isn't that I won't talk, Doneus," she said quietly at last. "But you always 
refuse to talk about the things that interest me." He shot her a shrewd glance, but 
she added determinedly, "This house, for instance." 

A faint twist of his lips and then, "Material things?" He seemed to swallow 
convulsively. "Are those all that interest you?" A certain inflexibility in his voice 
caused her spirits to sink. "No, Julie, I shall not accept money from you to 
renovate this place. I said, on the occasion of your first visit here, that a man's 
home is usually good enough for his wife. You will get used to my home, and 
perhaps even come to see something attractive in its humbleness." He paused, 
affording her an opportunity to comment, but Julie remained silent and he 
continued, "Happiness and contentment come once we have our values right, 
Julie. The only things that really matter are those that live. Inanimate objects, 
whether they be treasured for their aesthetic value or their usefulness, should 
never be regarded as indispensable. Living things, on the other hand, are 
indispensable." 

She raised her head, wonderment mingling with perplexity in the blue eyes that 
sought his. Her lips quivered slightly, evidence of the emotion he had awakened 
within her. Doneus seemed unable to take his eyes off her, eyes that had softened 
all at once as if, despite his inflexibility, he fully understood how she was 
feeling. 

"My uncle believed that it was my money you were interested in," she 
murmured, and a contemptuous smile touched his lips before he said, 

"Such a conclusion was to be expected from Edwin Veltrovers, who himself sets 



such a high value on money. No, Julie, your fortune does not interest me in the 
least. Spend your money when you go home - enjoy it in the way to which you 
are used by all means, but while you are here you must be content with what I 
can give you." 

"Tell me why you wanted to marry me," she pleaded. 

Doneus smiled at her and said, "The same old question, Julie?" 

He glanced away, his attention caught by a delightful little gecko darting about at 
his feet, catching insects with incredible swiftness by the use of its long dark 
tongue. Jason also saw it, but immediately lost interest and flopped down on the 
dusty ground, stretching out his front legs and resting his nose on them. He had 
been off somewhere on a long run and was obviously ready for a sleep. 

Presently Doneus returned his attention to his wife and she reminded him that 
just a moment ago she had told him she had asked the question many times, then 
she added, "You always evade an answer." Her voice was gentle because she was 
thinking of that other girl he should have married, and of what he had suffered as 
a consequence of her cousin's heartlessness. "You didn't marry me for my 
money, nor was it for - for ..." She stopped, lowering her head, partly because of 
the sudden rise of colour in her cheeks, which brought an unexpected twitch to 
her husband's lips, but mainly because she was recalling with startling clarity a 
little scene between Doneus and herself on the day he had brought her, as a 
bride, to his lowly cottage. 

He had said, his rich deep voice tinged with emotion, "I shall never go back on 
my word, Julie, but should you ever be tempted to come to me willingly I shall 
be human, I assure you. I shall accept what is offered ... even though I may know 
in my mind that you have come in a moment of weakness and that on the 
morrow you will surely regret that weakness." He had paused then, but Julie had 
been too staggered to speak. He smiled faintly as he continued, "And once 
you've come to me it will be for always. I'm not the man to be given nectar and 
then have the cup taken out of reach." 

Julie had flared then, and it was the only time she had done so. 

"I shall never come to you willingly! You're pompous even to imagine such a 
possibility!" All her innate haughtiness, that veneer covering so tender a heart, 
had come to the fore and Doneus's manner changed. His eyes hardened and his 



smile vanished as he said, "You do not consider me good enough to touch your 
body?" 

Julie had frowned darkly at that and an arrogant retort had risen to her lips, only 
to be bitten back as she felt again his touch - the clasping of her hand at their 
first meeting, then his fingers tilting her chin; and the last time had been outside 
the cathedral, when even thoughts of her terrible dilemma had been suspended 
for a fractional moment of time by the stimulation of her senses at his touch. 

Julie's reflections were brought to an end by her husband's voice, finishing what 
she herself had begun to say. 

"For your body?" Brutal frankness, but spoken in the gentlest of tones. 

"Then why, Doneus?" She forced herself to look up. "There must have been 
some reason?" 

Doneus glanced at the briefcase which was lying on the table at his elbow, and 
absently fingered the small brass clasp. 

"There was a very good reason Doneus broke off as Julie looked expectantly 
at him. His black lashes were lowered, masking his expression. "You're the 
reparation I was promised ten years ago." 

"So it was solely for revenge? You demanded me all those years ago and you've 
been thinking about it ever since?" 

Did he give a little start? Bewildering, conflicting sensations! 

This man had Pluto's name ... and his mind was as unfathomable as that of the 
dark god of the underworld. 

"I haven't given up every single moment of my time to thinking about it," he 
returned gently after a pause. "One is occupied with the essentials of living, and 
with earning one's livelihood." 

He spoke slowly, as if using only carefully-selected words. "With the passing of 
time, however, my mind did naturally turn to the girl who had been promised to 
me." 



Julie looked squarely at him, her eyes faintly narrowed, more against the sun 
than anything else. 

"There's a great deal I don't understand, Doneus, and I have the conviction that 
you will never enlighten me. All I do know is that our relationship doesn't make 
sense 

"You'd like it altered?" Swift the interruption, and Doneus's eyes were suddenly 
lit with amusement, which increased as 

Julie's colour deepened. 

Naturally she ignored his question, murmuring almost to herself, 

"It doesn't make sense because you're getting nothing out of it." 

Doneus's eyes had found the gecko lizard again and they followed its graceful 
darting movements as it attacked its prey. 

"I'm deriving satisfaction, Julie. I've received restitution for a wrong done me as 
a boy." She stirred impatiently. 

"You're enigmatical, and I really don't know why I should take the trouble to try 
to understand you." 

He smiled at her; it did things to her nerves and her senses, because it seemed to 
be a lonely smile, the smile of a man whose life was spent in isolation, and yet 
this was not true. For five months of every year he was with other men like 
himself, brave men who dived fearlessly into the ocean depths, aware of danger 
while flaunting it, each convinced, perhaps, that he would remain unscathed 
right until, too old for so demanding a job, he would retire and live with his 
memories. 

"It would appear that you are endeavouring to understand me, nevertheless?" 

"It's natural. I've little else to do." Her gentle tones, and the way she clasped her 
hands in her lap, in a manner of resignation, had an odd effect on him. His eyes 
clouded and he seemed to be frowning inwardly. 


"What would you like to do, Julie?" 



A wan smile and a helpless flip of her hand. 


"I wish I knew!" The exclamation surprised her, and yet had not this new and 
insistent feeling of restlessness something to do with it? 

She thought of Belcliffe House, and the five months she would spend there, but 
somehow she knew that this restive sensation had nothing at all to do with her 
home in England. "I think I'll go for a walk," she said, looking at Doneus with 
faint apology, much to her own surprise. 

Why should she feel apologetic? Julie realized that during this past quarter of an 
hour or so Doneus had been happy to be with her, that he had seemed - though 
not by any means transparently - grateful for her company. This idea was 
strengthened by his expression which, now that she was about to leave him, was 
a mingling of disappointment and resignation. And then, his eyes falling on 
Jason, who had now moved to the shade of the carob tree, Doneus murmured, an 
odd inflection in his voice, 

"Take Jason with you." 

She stared. What a strange thing to suggest; he knew Jason would not go with 
her - not if he himself were here. 

"He'll not come with me - not while you are about." She stood up and moved 
from the patio on to the bare hard ground which fronted it. 

"Call him." 

Julie turned, shaking her head and looking at her husband with a puzzled 
expression. 

"You know very well he won't leave you." 

"Call him," Doneus repeated, and with a little shrug she did so. 

Jason rose instantly, but remained under the tree, glancing from one to the other. 
"Come on, Jason - ela!" 

The dog took a couple of steps towards her and stopped uncertainly, turning to 



look at his master. 


"You see." Julie was still extremely puzzled by her husband's behaviour. "He'll 
not leave you." 

Doneus rose and a moment later he was standing close to Julie. 

"It seems that I shall have to come with you, for I'm sure Jason would like a 
walk." 

The manoeuvre became apparent and Julie's heart seemed to twist. Doneus was 
loath to let her go, having had a little of her company. She recalled the tremor in 
his voice as he had said, just a short while back, "If you could come to regard me 
as an equal then you would converse with me, walk with me and eat with me." 
He had been pleading, in a way, for her to give him a little of her company. 

Julie swallowed something hard in her throat. Doneus was lonely - desperately 
lonely. And she thought of what his life might have been had he married his 
fiancee all those years ago. He would have had his wife and children round him 
now. 

Julie lifted her face; a smile rose to her lips and trembled there. 

"I think you're right, Doneus. Jason would like a walk." A huskiness edged her 
voice; Doneus heard it and his eyes looked deeply into hers, probing, 
searching.... For what? He continued to stare; his emotions were tangible ... 
gratitude, thankfulness, pleasure. And as the silent moments passed a profound 
and haunting emotion entered into Julie herself, an emotion which seemed 
automatically to demand from her a moment of introspection, but Julie dared not 
examine her thoughts, and so she broke the spell by saying to Jason, who was 
standing beside them both, 

"Yes, you'll come now, won't you? - now that your master's coming too?" 

Doneus smiled and, encouraged by this unexpected change in her manner 
towards him, he held out his hand. It was the first time he had done such a thing 
and Julie looked hard at it - at the strength portrayed in the very veins that stood 
out above the long tapering fingers. The hands of a spongediver had to be strong, 
since they must slash and drag at the sponges in order to separate them from the 
rocks to which they clung like limpets. 



"Shall we go?" he asked as if anxious to put an end to her hesitation. 


She still stared at his hand, one half of her wanting nothing more than to lay her 
own small hand in it, and the other half despising herself for some desire which 
seemed unnatural and even faintly disgusting. She made a little sideways 
movement; her husband's hand dropped and he said something in Greek to 
Jason. Julie listened, wondering how many lonely hours of Doneus's life had 
been spent in talking to his dog. Tears pricked her eyes; she would have done 
anything to recapture the moment of Doneus's holding out his hand to her. 

"Which way?" They had begun walking towards the opening which led from the 
garden to the track, outside, and Julie stopped on asking the question. 

"It's for you to choose, my dear." Doneus stood looking down at her, waiting for 
her to decide. She gestured towards the most northerly point of the island, a 
point from which it would seem possible to throw a stone on to the island of 
Leros. Julie often went there, wandering along the rocky coast, the ochre- 
coloured earth beneath her feet strewn with boulders. It was a wild and lonely 
landscape supporting a few courageous little plants clinging tenaciously to the 
minute particles of soil which had formed in the crevices of the rocks. 

They left Doneus's small neglected garden with its overgrown hedges of purple 
bougainvillea and its sprawling oleanders, and strolled towards the sea. On a 
distant hillside a woman shepherded her goats, and swept down on the breeze 
came the sound of their bells, spreading music through the pure crystal air. 


At the end of the cart track which Julie so vividly remembered from the occasion 
of her first visit when Stamati had brought her to Doneus's cottage, she and 
Doneus turned right, following the coastline and proceeding in the direction of 
the castle, the last sign of habitation be-fore they would enter into the strange 
deserted landscape where the only evidence of man's activity was a life-size 
bronze siren perched high on a cliff, holding a lyre in her outstretched hand. 

"I had such a shock the first time I saw it," Julie was saying over half an hour 
later when she and Doneus were looking up at the lovely nude figure of the 
siren. "It was so unexpected." She laughed and spread her hands. "In such a 
desolate, deserted place - nothing but mountains and bare earth and the island of 
Leros over there." She stopped, lowering her lashes as she noticed her husband's 



expression. 


He seemed fascinated by her and she suddenly realized that she had just laughed 
for the first time since coming to Kalymnos. He said something in Greek, before, 
softly, as if he wanted her to hear yet feared she would assume her haughty cloak 
when she did, 

"You are the loveliest girl I have ever known, Julie." 

She stared, remembering that he had once told her she was beautiful, but at the 
time she was too distracted to take much notice. But now she absorbed what he 
said, and a tenseness gripped her. To deny the power of this man was wholly 
dishonest. He affected her in a way no other man ever had. 

Edward, of whom Doneus's mother had spoken, seemed insignificant by 
comparison to this dark Greek with his vibrant personality and air of good 
breeding. 

How could he have a mother like that? Julie wondered, a moment's reflection 
bringing back the day, just a week after she had come to Kalymnos, when 
Doneus had asked if he could take her to see his mother. At that time Julie had 
no desire ever to set eyes on the woman again, and she told her husband so. 

"The - the siren," she murmured, avoiding his gaze, "she looks so lonely, sitting 
there with only the sea and the mountains surrounding her." 

Doneus laughed and said, "You've already remarked on her lonely situation, my 
dear." 

She lifted her eyes, saw the amusement in his and, driven by some compulsion, 
she responded, allowing the light of humour to enter into her own expression. 


"Shall we turn back?" she suggested at length. "If you wish. I could go on." 

"You love this part of the island too?" Her swift response portrayed her 
enthusiasm. 


"I do, Julie, yes." 



"Let's go on, then." 


They continued in silence for a while, Jason bounding away and running back, 
his tongue beginning to hang as thirst overcame him. To Julie's surprise she was 
happy for the first time since coming to Kalymnos. The peace which this 
lonesome region always lent her seemed different today and she knew that the 
sole reason for it was the companionship of her husband. 

"I wonder if you experience the same sensations as I when I walk here?" Doneus 
stopped and gazed around him The tortured lava cliffs on which they stood 
dropped sheer into the sea; above them the mountains of Kalymnos gleamed in 
the sunshine, naked and wild. Just out from the shore was the tiny island that had 
been cut off from Kalymnos and belonged to it. 

Dolls' houses sprinkled the hillsides, with scattered trees in between; the graceful 
campanile of the church shone like alabaster in the sunshine, while to the north 
the heights of Leros gleamed through an incredible series of colours from deep 
purple to the palest lilac as the sunlight played tricks with the hollows and spurs. 

"Peace, Doneus? Is that what you feel?" 

He nodded, bringing his gaze from the island across the sea to glance down at 
his wife. She noted the complete serenity of his features; it was the first time she 
had seen him wholly relaxed since she came to live with him - relaxed and 
strangely happy. 

"It's the numerous subtleties of nature, with their colour and sounds and smells, 
and something far less palpable that grips the senses nevertheless." At his low 
solemn words and tone Julie was inescapably caught by his mood, swept by 
some intangible force. Her heart beat rapidly, its restlessness disturbing to her 
nerves. She moved from her husband's side and leant against the sun-warmed 
rocks, gazing dreamily out over the tranquil waters, glittering blue-green beneath 
a sapphire sky, and her mind interpreted Doneus's words. The sheen of iridescent 
colour, the sharp aroma of a mountain herb, the rhapsody of waves caressing the 
rocks. 

Her eyes moved; Doneus stood gazing into the dark depths. Of what was he 
thinking as he peered down there? Danger ...? She tried to imagine what her life 
would be like were he to come home maimed. He would never go away again, 
and she ... ? But he had promised her five months' freedom a year and he could 



not go back on his word. But Doneus? How would he manage? 

Who would tend him and help him along, as that boy had been helped along -? 

"It's so wild, so absolute; one has no sense of time; there is no urgency." Turning 
his head as he spoke, Doneus stared at her, arrested by the expression on her 
face. "Is something wrong?" 

he inquired anxiously. 

She shook her head, then averted it, recalling that he had once told her her eyes 
were all-revealing. He must not learn of her fears. 

"No, there's nothing wrong." She managed a shaky laugh and he frowned. 

"What were you thinking about, over there all by yourself?" 

"It was nothing," she said again, and although by the way he regarded her it 
would seem he meant to pursue the question, he thought better of it, suggesting 
that they turn back. 

With an honest examination of her feelings Julie had to admit that she had 
thoroughly enjoyed her husband's company. On a deeper examination of her 
emotions she decided that what she felt for Doneus was a strong and abiding pity 
- pity for his loss and his loneliness, for the poverty which necessitated his being 
forced into so perilous an occupation. But he must never guess she pitied him. 
With the acceptance of her feelings for her husband came a desire to make his lot 
easier if she could. No more would she be haughty with him, or refuse to eat 
with him or in fact avoid him in any way whatsoever. Inferior to her he might be, 
but he was a gentleman, having kept his word about not molesting her. 

Hitherto, for her own comfort, she had washed her bed linen, but left his. She 
refused to cook or clean - in fact, she had done nothing except read and walk, 
and occasionally go into the sea. 

She was marking time, writing off each succeeding day as a loss - until that one 
glorious moment when she could fly home, back to her own kind and to the 
luxury she had known from birth. 


But now that she had determined to make her husband's lot easier she tried hard 



to do those things which had always been done for her by servants. She cleaned 
the tiny living-room - though she felt it did not look a scrap better, for what 
could she do with bare floors and peeling walls? She went into Doneus's room 
and changed his bed and later washed the soiled sheets. 

She swept the floor and dusted the furniture, while Jason, having for some 
reason come home on his own, looked on, wagging his tail every time Julie 
glanced at him. 

"No wonder you're looking surprised. But I've decided to be kind to your 
master." Having finished in Doneus's room she went out, followed by the dog. 
"If only you could talk, Jason. What would you tell me about that strange master 
of yours? - the man who seemed at first to be so frightening? Perhaps you could 
tell me why he married me - because I still can't accept that it was for 
reparation." She spread her hands and Jason barked at her. "What good am I to 
him? And it isn't as if he adopts an air of satisfaction at his victory. Oh, well, as 
you can't talk, the mystery must remain. Come - ela, we'll go and meet him." 

But Doneus was already winding along the earthy track on his bicycle. He saw 
Jason and grimaced. 

"So I must share him, it seems." Jumping from the bicycle, Doneus propped it 
against the wall of the lean-to. 

"Why did he come home?" Jason always stayed at the castle with Doneus, 
returning to the cottage only when Doneus himself came home. 

"Must have wanted to see you." Doneus had been away at the castle all day and 
looked rather tired, she thought - but it seemed to be a mental fatigue rather than 
a physical one, but although this registered, it did not make any lasting 
impression on Julie. 

On seeing her husband's eyes open as he entered the tiny sitting-room Julie 
decided that her work had not been wasted after all. She couldn't see a 
difference, but he apparently could. 

"What's been happening?" He sniffled and added before she could reply, "I 
haven't smelled cooking in this place for years." 


"I've made a dinner." She spoke hesitantly, hoping he would not spoil everything 



by assuming that he himself was in some way responsible for the change. But he 
was too wise, too cautious, and he merely smiled at her and said gravely, "That 
will be nice, Julie. What did you do?" 

She gave a little grimace then and murmured deprecatingly, "Something very 
simple, Doneus. I saw a butcher's van when I was out walking and bought some 
meat - I've no idea what it is because I've never had anything to do with cooking. 
I think it's probably beef 

He laughed and said, "It's probably goat." 

"Oh, no! Do you eat goat?" 

"Yes, and very tasty it is - er - cooked in the right way, of course." He was 
teasing her and instead of being indignant she could only stare, and think how 
attractive he was. 

"Well," she said, still a trifle deprecatingly, "it's cooked. But I'm not sure about 
the 'properly'." 

He laughed and went into the lean-to to wash his hands before sitting down at 
the table. Julie had tried to make it as attractive as she could with what was 
available, but the cutlery was old and tarnished, the dinner plates chipped and 
almost robbed of their original pattern. But Julie had put flowers on the table - 
marigolds and geraniums from the garden. And on a tray was the pretty crockery 
which, she recalled, she had initially assumed to have been procured just for her 
visit. She watched his face as he tasted the meat and vegetables. His expression 
was a mask, but on seeing her anxious eyes fixed upon him he smiled and 
nodded approvingly. 

"Very tasty," he commented, and helped himself to more. 

Julie felt pleased that she had tried. He looked less fatigued already and she 
vowed to continue in her endeavours to make him happy, and these endeavours 
extended to giving him all her time - when he was in, that was, and in the 
evenings after dinner they would set out in the purple twilight and walk to the 
end of the island, to the place they both loved so much. And as they walked the 
fleeting dusk would melt into the thistledown softness of a Grecian night. The 
moon would spread its translucent glory over the drowsy landscape, while the 
sea became dappled with starlight. All would be hushed and still, and often Julie 



and Doneus would stop on the very edge of the cliffs and gaze across the purple 
distance to the vague shapes of the little islands, from whose hillsides spangles 
of light would twinkle like stars that had floated down from above to settle 
among the trees. Gradually, as the weeks passed, Julie became enfolded in the 
magic of this paradise island and her home in England seemed a world away ... 
almost too far to reach. 

"Doneus, if you would only let me spend some of my money 

"Julie, not again, please." Doneus's gentle tones of censure brought a frown to 
Julie's face. Once or twice lately she had heard him speak like this to her and she 
had the odd conviction that he now felt more confident of himself - and of her. 
He was becoming more assertive, although always in this gentle way. 

Never once had he spoken a sharp word to her, or cast her an angry glance. 

"What is money for if not to provide comfort?" Her voice pleaded. She had not 
told him so, but over a week ago she had seen a builder in Pothaia, the capital of 
the island, and after coming to the house at her invitation, he had given her an 
estimate for the extensive renovations she had in mind. "We could have another 
sitting-room built on - modern, and furnish it to our own taste." They were on 
the patio, in the flaring saffron light of sunset, drinking their after-dinner coffee, 
and Doneus looked at his wife searchingly, as if expecting to see some sign of 
discontent. But her lovely eyes were clear and warm, her lips parted in a smile, 
persuasively. He glanced away, seeming to be battling with something inside him 
and, following the direction of his gaze, Julie saw the outline of the castle, lights 
shining from several windows. The Americans had kept on a full staff, Doneus 
had told her, hence the reason for the lights. 

Julie's gaze returned to her husband. "Doneus...." she murmured, and he turned 
his head. 

"Yes, Julie?" 

"If you're thinking I'm yearning for luxury, and the comforts of my home in 
England, then you're wrong. I'm resigned to living here, but I would like to have 
the house done up. Wouldn't it be nice to have a bathroom?" 

"So you're not yearning for luxury?" His eyes came back to hers, searching 
again. He seemed still to be in a state of indecision and her expression became 



puzzled. 


"What are you thinking about, Doneus?" 

He smiled then, as if considerably amused. 

"I wonder how you would react if you knew? If only I dared tell you...." The last 
words were a mere whisper, not really meant for Julie's ears at all, but she caught 
them and frowned in puzzlement. 

"I wish I understood you," she said, and again he smiled. 

"Someday, my dear, you will." 

"You're always evasive like this." Slight petulance in her tone and a tiny pout to 
her lips. Doneus's eyes flickered strangely. It did not occur to Julie that her 
attitude and indeed the whole situation was reminiscent of that which might have 
occurred between a normal married couple. "Why are you so uncommunicative - 
and so cryptic?" 

His eyes lit with humour. 

"I puzzle you greatly, do I?" 

"You know you do. You're so different from what we expected - from what I 
expected when I first came to see you." 

Cold glints touched his eyes. Julie did not like what she saw. 

"Your uncle gave you to understand you'd have a poor Greek peasant to deal 
with." Half statement, half question, and Julie waited for him to continue. 
"Someone you could browbeat 

"Not browbeat," she cut in indignantly. "I never intended to browbeat you. I 
wanted only an amicable settlement." 

"You yourself, yes, that is what you would have liked. I should not class you 
with those two. Your uncle, however, had decided from the first that he had an 
uneducated peasant with whom to deal - a man who would be almost on his 
knees with gratitude at the idea of owning five hundred English pounds." Still 



Julie remained silent, wondering what Doneus would say were he to know that 
her uncle had fully expected two hundred pounds to be sufficient to keep him 
happy. 

"What your uncle did not know was that I, unlike him and his kind, have no real 
interest in money. It procures luxuries, which are pleasant to enjoy. I would 
never deny that, Julie, but they are in the end superficialities, embellishments to 
the business of living but certainly not the fundamentals." He looked straight at 
her and continued, an odd inflection in his deep rich voice, "I've been happier in 
this cottage than ever I could have been in, say, a castle like Santa Elena over 
there." 

Julie stared at him, convinced that his words held a far deeper meaning than she 
realized, but although she pondered on them, endeavouring to analyse them, she 
failed utterly and, with an exasperated little sigh, she once again asked if he 
would let her spend some of her money on the house. Firmly he shook his head. 

"My home will have to suffice as it is, Julie. I'm sorry." 

She flared then, tears of frustration springing to her eyes. 

"Why are you so stubborn?" 

"It's not stubbornness, Julie, it's pride. I shan't have my wife providing me with a 
home." 

"I wouldn't be providing you with a home. I'd merely be making a contribution 
to our home." He frowned his dismissal of the matter and she snapped, "Were I a 
Greek girl you'd have accepted a dowry from me!" 

His dark eyes opened very wide; he seemed surprised by her statement and hurt 
by her sharp words. Watching him, Julie was pierced by a sudden pang of 
contrition even while anger fought against this finer feeling. 

"What makes you say that?" 

"All Greek men expect, and receive, dowries when they marry." 

"Not all. It may interest you to know that I personally do not particularly 
approve of our dowry system, and it will please me greatly when it becomes 



obsolete." 


"You would have married without a dowry?" Unthinkingly she had referred to 
the past and once her words were uttered she glanced a little anxiously at him, 
not wishing either to evoke his memories or arouse his temper. 

Taking the words calmly, he said, "The girl to whom I was betrothed was 
bringing me a dowry, yes, because, in obedience to our parents' commands, we 
had agreed to an arranged marriage, and custom had to be followed. That is, my 
parents would not for one moment have considered Annoula had her father not 
been able to provide her with a dowry." He spoke dispassionately, and Julie 
remembered saying to Edwin that Doneus had been brokenhearted at the time of 
his fiancee's death. Julie now felt that his reaction was one of anguish at the idea 
of a young girl being ruined, and that there was no actual love between him and 
Annoula. How could an arranged marriage be based on love? 

"I can't imagine anyone like you taking orders Julie stopped, colouring, and 
chiding herself for her lack of tact. 

"I was a boy at that time," he said, still in the same unemotional tones. "Also, 
you must remember that in my country parental supremacy is drilled into 
children from birth. 

One grows up with it as one would grow up with a belief concerning one's 
religion. Only when one is older does the idea of opposition occur." He smiled 
faintly, his dark eyes on hers. "No one would dare to give me an order now, of 
course." 

Convinced that his words contained some deeper meaning, Julie dwelt on them 
for a long moment. He sounded almost as if he occupied some sort of superior 
position, yet he was merely a spongediver, and surely he must take orders from 
his superiors when on the ship? 

He had leant back in his chair and his eyes had strayed to the perivoli occupying 
one side of the unkempt garden. Fruit trees still flourished in this orchard - 
bananas and pomegranates, oranges and lemons. Edging the orchard was a row 
of carob trees, their fruit black and shrivelled, while on the rising hillside 
majestic cypresses grew, with here and there a palm, swaying as a gentle zephyr 
blew in from the sea. 



"The question of the house, Doneus," Julie murmured into the deep silence. 
"Can't I spend just a little of my money?" Her voice, soft and sweetly pleading, 
had no effect other than to bring a frown to her husband's brow. 

"Julie, I should let the matter drop," he advised gently. "I have said no, and I 
mean no." 

She bit her lip. To be mastered by a mere peasant - the haughty and wealthy and 
influential Julie Veltrovers ... it did not seem possible. And yet she had no 
alternative than to accept her husband's authority even though, at this moment, 
she felt nothing would have given her greater satisfaction than to override him. 

He watched her reaction with interest, but as Julie decided there was nothing to 
be gained by a pursuance of the subject she merely looked at him, her eyes moist 
because of her defeat and because in reality her desire to make the house more 
comfortable was as much for her husband's benefit as her own. 

She wanted him to come home to a cool airy room with his own big chair in 
which to relax, to have pleasant things about him, and a carpet under his feet. 

"I hope you can accede to my wishes without animosity." 

Doneus's deep voice was edged with sternness and yet, paradoxically, it seemed 
to contain a hint of anxiety. Did it mean so much to him that she should not 
harbour animosity? 

She shook her head and murmured, 

"I don't feel any animosity towards you, Doneus." And as Julie sat there with 
Doneus so close, it was suddenly borne on her that she would rather have the 
answer she had received than a capitulation from her husband. Had he given way 
to her it would not only have meant that he could sink his pride, but also the 
submission to her desire would have constituted a weakness which would have 
brought her more disappointment than satisfaction. She did not, at this stage, ask 
herself why she should feel like this, nor did she think to probe her own 
emotions regarding her husband. This had been done; the conclusion was that 
she pitied him, and Julie was content with the sublime acceptance of her 
findings. 



CHAPTER SIX 


GRADUALLY, Julie was getting to know the people in the nearby village, and 
would greet them with a smiling "kalimera" or "yassoo", depending on what 
time of day it was when she happened to meet them. At first strange looks had 
been cast at her, and she had been slightly puzzled by the amusement on the 
people's faces. It was as if they all were possessed of some knowledge which 
caused them to smile inwardly. But they had now grown used to her and it was 
quite usual for some black-robed old woman, working in her garden as Julie 
passed, to invite her in for a cup of coffee or a glass of the delicious sherbet 
which they made from the juice of the pomegranate fruit. 

On first drinking this Julie had recalled with irony that it was because 
Persephone had tasted the juice of the pomegranate that she had been forced to 
spend the four darkest months of the year with Aidoneus in the underworld. But 
since that time Julie had gradually changed, in many ways. She loved the island 
and its people; she often felt as if she were becoming an inseparable part of it. 
Her adaptation amazed her and often when dwelling on her action in marrying 
Doneus, there would come over her a strange conviction that some subtle force 
had influenced her - a force which had no connection whatsoever with her 
anxiety about the family fortune or even that of saving Lavinia from pain. 

There was no denying the impact Doneus had made on her at their first meeting, 
or that she was in some vague way enriched by it. She felt that a secret had 
entered her heart and lain dormant, a secret whose presence was felt without 
being understood. She had denied it even without trying to probe it, had in her 
confusion and desperation almost overlooked it ... but not quite. And from its 
obscurity it had been gradually emerging until she was beginning to wonder 
what exactly had been the driving force which drew from her the decision to 
marry Doneus, and condemn herself to poverty for seven months of every year. 
His personality, his profound gentleness, his restraint - these were all at variance 
with what she had expected from him. And from the depths of her own gentle 
nature had emerged this great pity she felt for him. Pity ...? 

Julie would often think about it, and wonder what she was going 

to feel like when he went away next Easter, away to the fishing grounds where 



he would run such terrible risks. At first, she had lived for the day when he 
would leave the island for these five months ... but now, with pity deepening in 
her heart, she began to wonder if she would be glad, since her freedom meant 
danger for her husband. 

"Kalimera, Madam Doneus!" Julie was strolling along the sunlit village street 
when the voice hailed her and she stopped, smiling. 

"Kalimera, Astero." Julie turned back and immediately the gate was opened for 
her to enter the garden. "How are you this morning?" 

"Very good. My daughter has new baby. You come and see?" 

"Already? I thought you said it was next month?" 

"It come last night - a boy!" 

Julie smiled as she entered the house. A boy, so no head-aches for father. No 
dowry to find for this one. 

Kyria was already up, sitting on a chair with her little brown scrap feeding 
contentedly. The girl's eyes were glowing, her firm white teeth revealed in a 
flashing smile. 

"Mrs. Doneus - it is good of you to come to see Yannis. He is sixteen hours old!" 

Julie bent over him, and gently touched his cheek. He was chubby, with jet black 
hair, wiry and strong. "He's adorable, Kyria. You are very proud today?" The girl 
laughed. 

"Iam proud, yes, for we make boy." 

It was Kyria's first baby; she had been married a little less than a year. Another 
baby could be expected next year, and so it would go on. 

"You have some sherbet?" Astero was already holding the flagon and Julie 
nodded. "We drink to health of my grandson, yes?" 

"Indeed, yes, Astero." They both drank, while Kyria went on feeding her baby. 
Presently she held him out to Julie. 



"You would like to hold him?" 


Taking the bundle from the proud mother's arms, Julie held him, looking down at 
the sleeping child, and as the minutes passed she experienced an odd sensation 
of yearning. She had hoped to have children and in a sudden flight of fancy she 
saw them - two boys, perhaps, and two girls, growing up in the lap of luxury, 
with a nanny from the start. Then school - a good school - and later, some sort of 
career. Julie closed her eyes tightly for a second, as if to shut out the pain of 
frustration and loss. 

She told Doneus about Kyria's baby over their evening meal. 

"He's absolutely delightful," she added, and Doneus glanced, swiftly at her, his 
gaze holding hers for a long moment. She lowered her head on recalling once 
again that he had said her eyes were all-revealing. Doneus made no comment, 
but changed the subject, telling Julie that they were invited out to dinner the 
following evening. 

"To dinner? But where?" 

"Some friends of mine. They live up at the white and pink villa you can see from 
here." He indicated the lovely house, perched on a tiny plateau cut into the 
hillside. It was a long way off and looked like a doll's house. Julie blinked. She 
had been close to the house on one of her rambles. Everything about it spelt 
wealth and gracious living. 

"They're friends of yours?" The surprise in her voice brought a hard light to her 
husband's eyes. He said abruptly, "And why not, might I ask?" 

"I'm sorry, Doneus. I expect my surprise stemmed from the fact that you have 
never before mentioned them to me." 

He picked up a piece of the brown peasant bread and broke it on to his plate. 

"Your surprise stemmed from the fact of your disbelief that I could have friends 
of their particular standing." 

She bit her lip, disconcerted by his quick perception. 

"They're Greeks?" she murmured, veering the subject. 



"Michalis is, but his wife's English 


"English! Oh, how nice! To think an Englishwoman lives there and I've never 
met her. What's her name?" Excitement brought adorable colour to Julie's 
cheeks; Doneus's small spurt of anger died and he smiled at his wife. 

"Tracy. She and Michalis met at the castle - when the owner was giving a party. 
Tracy was over here on holiday. The reason why you haven't met her before now 
is that she and Michalis have been touring the Continent for the past few weeks." 

Julie looked swiftly at him. 

"She was on holiday, and invited to the party?" 

"The owner knows her parents." Doneus glanced down at Jason, who lay a few 
feet from the table.. "I saw Michalis today and he asked us to go up tomorrow 
evening." 

Expressionless his voice and for no apparent reason Julie's pulse fluttered. A 
peasant to be friendly with people like that? 

She wanted to ask a dozen questions, but suitable phrasing eluded her. 
Nevertheless she did ask if his friends were acquainted with the circumstances of 
his marriage. 

He hesitated before replying and Julie knew for sure that he was carefully 
choosing his words. "They know part of the story." 

"Part of it?" 

"Obviously I have not told them the whole." Doneus began eating his dinner and 
Julie's eyes narrowed. His very attitude contributed to the mystery surrounding 
the whole situation in which she and her husband were involved, and although 
she knew quite well that Doneus was in no mood for further questioning she 
could not resist saying, "How much have you told them, Doneus?" 

He glanced up, regarding her with slight impatience across the dinner table. 

"That need not concern you, Julie," he returned quietly, and her mouth 
compressed. 



"Why must you be so exasperatingly uncommunicative?" 

"A woman's curiosity, eh? How typically feminine you are." 

"Naturally I'm curious, when my whole life is involved!" 

His eyes flickered in what she knew was feigned lack of comprehension. 

"I don't quite understand?" 

Her mouth went tight again. "This mystery-" 

"Mystery ?" 

"I would be completely lacking in intelligence were I unable to sense a mystery! 
The more I know you the more I'm convinced you didn't harbour a grudge all 
those years! " 

He smiled faintly. 

"Am I to take that as flattery?" he inquired. 

"It would be completely out of character for you to harbour a grudge. Something 
tells me it would be quite impossible for you to do so." 

"I am being flattered, it seems?" She glared at him and his eyes lit with 
amusement. "You're rather enchanting when you're angry. Your eyes become 
more expressive than ever." 

Exasperated, Julie picked up her knife and fork, and silence fell on the room. 
When at last Julie spoke her voice was softer, and gently persuasive. 

"Why do you keep me in the dark like this?" 

"Someday, my dear, you'll know everything," he replied after a 

pause. "But for the time being 

She interrupted him, seizing on his words. 

"So you admit to there being a mystery?" 



"I admit there's a lot you don't know, Julie." His face softened slightly. "As I've 
just said, some day you will know everything, and 'someday' might be quite 
soon." 

She shook her head. 

"Why not now?" 

"The time is not yet, Julie. And if you don't mind we'll change the subject." The 
inflexibility of his voice and the sudden tautness of his jaw convincing her that 
persistence was useless, she adopted an air of cold hauteur and the rest of the 
meal was eaten in silence. Later, however, when they were taking their coffee as 
usual on the patio she unbent sufficiently to ask if she would be expected to 
dress for the dinner to which they were going. Curiosity prompted the question, 
as she knew full well that Doneus had nothing really decent to wear. He had the 
cheap suit he had worn on the day he had come to the cathedral, and that was all. 

"Nothing special, Julie. Put on that pretty cotton dress - the one with the flowers 
round the hem." 

His words brought, a sudden smile to her face; why should she derive pleasure 
from the fact that he had noticed what she wore? 

The question came to her again later as they stood looking in the dim light 
thrown off from a moonless, star-sprinkled sky across to the indistinct shape that 
was the island of Leros. They had walked to the end of the is-land, as usual, with 
a faint breeze teasing their hair and the tang of the sea in their nostrils. It had 
been a silent stroll, both being occupied with their own thoughts, and now as 
they stood there, in the soft hush of night Julie was suddenly aware of a 
quickening in her heart, profound and overpowering. From a long distance the 
white yacht could faintly be discerned, a graceful bird floating on the smooth 
dark sea. It gave her an excuse to break the silence, which was fast becoming 
unbearable. 

"Do the Americans go far in their yacht?" 

"To the islands here abouts." Doneus turned his head to follow the direction of 
her gaze. 


"Have you ever been with them?" She did not think so, but she had to go on 



talking. 


"I have been to several islands in the yacht, yes," he returned, surprising her. 

"They must think a lot of you." No response, and Julie fumbled for more words. 
"Do you help them to sail it?" 

"I do sail it " He came round to face her. "Why the sudden interest, Julie?" 

"It - it was just something to talk about." Her voice was unsteady and he stepped 
close up to her. Before she grasped his intention he had taken her face between 
his hands and was looking into her eyes, searchingly. 

"What are you fighting against, Julie?" he inquired unexpectedly. "Tell me!" 

She remained still, profoundly aware of his touch, as she had been on several 
previous occasions. 

"I d-don't know what you mean?" 

He said unsmilingly, "I believe you do understand me. Examine your feelings, 
Julie, and tell me what you are fighting against." 

She quivered under his touch, thrilling to it. .. and yet fearing what it did to her. 

"Your question is so strange The rest was smothered by his kiss; she resisted 
for one futile moment before, with a trembling sigh, she surrendered to the 
power he exerted over her, a power she now owned she had been constantly 
striving to deny. His lips were warm and passionate, gentle and demanding, and 
subtly persuasive. She became part of him, unable to move from the enfolding 
nearness of him, or raise even the most feeble resistance to the stimulation which 
was rapidly sweeping over her ... sweeping her to destruction, she knew as, his 
lean body pressing closer, she was left in no doubt as to his ardency. 

"Doneus Please But the protest was lost as his lips found hers again after one 
fleeting moment of respite. The blood surged through her veins; she was caught 
in the tidal wave of his passion and longing ... and in sheer desperation she 
began to struggle. But his arms were imprisoning bands of steel as mercilessly 
he retained his hold. 



"My lovely kore - my Julie. . . At last he held her from him and words came 
softly, caressingly, "Don't fight it any more, Julie. I've seen it in your eyes for 
weeks." His firm lips broke into a smile; she thrilled to the attractiveness of him, 
and to the magnetism. "Remember what I said about your coming to me 
willingly?" A pause, inviting her reply, but she could not speak. 

This was madness, brought on by the magic of the night, and by her own 
impulses which had so nearly forced surrender upon her. "Will you love me? 
Shall we be married - tonight?" 

Only then did she come to her senses. This could not be! This peasant make love 
to her? Unthinkable! 

"No! How dare you suggest it? I said our marriage was to be impersonal, and 
you gave me your word that it would be so. You cannot go back on that! " She 
twisted away, but his hands retained their hold on her wrists. Somehow, he did 
not appear daunted ... and Julie was still afraid. 

"I shall not go back on my word," he rejoined with the same quiet gentleness. 
"I've just asked you to come to me willingly..' 

"No! I've said I won't! "Don't tempt me anymore, she cried inwardly. Please 
don't tempt me! 

He raised her hands and pressed his lips first to one and then the other. 

"Come, let us go home. Jason - ela!" 

The Labrador came bounding to him, looked up, then ran on in front. Doneus 
kept hold of one of Julie's hands; she wanted desperately to pull it away, but 
something far stronger than the firmness of his grip held her. 

Wordlessly they walked on, Doneus's head held high - how magnificent he was! 
- and Julie trying to collect herself, to dispel the excitement produced in that 
moment of near surrender. But she failed, and with the remorseless shortening of 
the distance between her and the tiny cottage her fear increased. Such weakness! 
It was deplorable. Julie determined to be strong. 

Doneus lit the lamp immediately on entering the house; its amber glow cast soft 
seductive shadows on to Julie's delicate features. 



"Good night," she said, a catch of desperation in her voice. "I'm - I'm tired." 


A strange smile touched her husband's lips. Julie found herself drawn 
unresistingly into his arms. He did not kiss her, but stood looking down into her 
face, shaking his head a little as if slightly impatient with her. 

"You trust me to keep my promise?" he inquired, not without a hint of 
amusement. 

"Yes, Doneus, I do trust you." 

"In that case it must be yourself you are afraid of." Smooth tones, and confident. 
Julie trembled in his arms. 

"I am not afraid of myself. Why should you think that?" 


A small sigh and then, "Good night, my dear ... and sleep well." 

"Good night, Doneus," she whispered, and was gone from him. 

But she stood for a long while with her back against the closed door. Could 
anything be the same again after tonight? No need to ask herself that question, 
she thought, moving at last to get undressed. Sleep well...: An hour after getting 
into bed these words came to her as she tossed about, her mind in turmoil. At last 
she got up and lit the candle. She would make a cup of tea, she decided, but as 
she passed her husband's door it opened. 

He was in his dressing-gown, his dark hair immaculate. He had not even been to 
bed! 

"What is it, Julie?" 

"I -1 - go away," she whispered fiercely. "I'm making myself a cup of tea." 

His eyes took in the dainty attire. Why hadn't she put something on? she thought 
frantically. A light laugh escaped him; he took the candle from her trembling 
fingers and for one brief moment held it aloft, looking deeply into her eyes. She 
knew what he read there, but made no attempt to escape his scrutiny. Another 
laugh filtered the silence, muted yet triumphant. Doneus blew out the candle 



and, reaching for her hand, led her gently back into her bedroom. 


She leant on one elbow and looked at his face as the first thin rays of the sun 
pierced the shutters. He slept, breathing quietly and evenly, his features softened 
by repose. His lips moved now and then, almost imperceptibly, as if he were 
murmuring in. his sleep. Julie knew an almost irrepressible urge to press her lips 
to his, yet paradoxically she was owning to a feeling of disgust for her own 
weakness of last night. To what depths had she sunk - she, Julie Veltrovers, to 
have allowed a Greek peasant to tempt her in that way? There must be no more 
of it, she decided, sliding out of bed and picking up her clothes. If only she had 
not been filled with pity for him. He had seen the pity in her eyes and believed it 
to be desire, she knew it now. 

That was why he had asked her what she was fighting. 

Going into the lean-to, Julie washed at the brown stone sink before putting on 
her clothes. Automatically she opened the door to let Jason out, and began 
making the breakfast. Could they now go back to where they were? Would 
Doneus refuse to return to their former relationship? He would have to do so, 
otherwise she would threaten to leave him. She still pitied him, but her pride 
would not allow her to be his slave, and she was sure that this was how he 
regarded her, for in their most intimate moments the word love had never left his 
lips. 

Revulsion against herself grew and grew, until, when at length her husband did 
put in an appearance, she treated him coldly, turning away into the lean-to and 
staying there a long while before bringing in his breakfast. 

"Where's yours?" he asked, a hint of amusement entering his eyes as she blushed 
on meeting his gaze. 

"I've had it." 

He looked down at the plate she had put before him. "I'm late, I know. You 
should have wakened me." 

"I preferred to have mine alone." She glanced at the clock. 

"Aren't you going to work today?" 



His dark eyes glinted at the frigidity of her manner. 


"I'll go when I feel like it, Julie." He reached for a piece of toast. 

"What's the matter with you?" 

She turned on him, her eyes flashing. "You know what's the matter with me 
"You came to me willingly," he reminded her. 

"You - tempted me," she began when he again interrupted her, saying 
impassively, 

"It's the male prerogative to tempt. I should not have admired you had you done 
the tempting." 

She stared at him in anger. "It wasn't gentlemanly!" 

He laughed harshly then and said, "Have you ever looked upon me as a 
gentleman?" 

Julie flushed and lowered her head. Why couldn't she retain her anger and 
resentment? 

"I believed you to be a gentleman." 

"No, Julie, you have never considered me a gentleman. To you, with your 
exalted ideas of your own superiority, I am merely a peasant." He kept his eyes 
on her bent head and presently she raised it. "Deny that if you can." Julie 
moistened her lips, overwhelmed by guilt and by contrition. She wished she had 
not allowed him to guess at her opinion of him. "You have nothing to say?" A 
faintly bitter curve of his lips seemed to denote a deep disappointment. "We are 
back where we were," 

he said cryptically, but added, in a very soft tone, "Not exactly, of course, 
because from now on we are really married 

"No, I can't! It was a mistake - the - the night, and your persistence. . . ." She 
allowed her voice to trail away into silence, her colour deepening as he raised his 
brows in a sort of censorious gesture. 



"I admit I was persistent," he owned freely, but added, "You yourself desired me 
as much as I desired you, and your dishonesty surprises me, simply because I 
have always believed you to be above dishonesty. As for its being a mistake - I 
hope you remember what I said, Julie?" 

Her eyes misted over, all her icy arrogance dissolved. 

"You wouldn't keep me to it, not under the circumstances." 

He smiled at that. 

"The circumstances were not unusual. I am your husband. I tempted you and you 
responded to temptation ... but only because you did not wish to resist it 

"I did! " 

"Then why didn't you?" No answer from Julie and he went on, "What makes you 
so sure I'll not keep you to it? You were warned, Julie, and I think you know me 
well enough by now to be sure I mean what I say." 

She stared. "I don't want our marriage to be normal, Doneus." 

He was silent for a while as, spreading the butter sparingly, he then helped 
himself to marmalade. 

"Our marriage is normal, and it stays that way." 

"I can leave you!" 

He glanced up, the knife idle in his hand. 

"You can, but you won't - no, please do not interrupt. I trust you, Julie. I know I 
can trust you. Like me, you would never break your word. I told you that once 
before, if you remember?" 

"I shan't have our marriage put on a normal footing," she declared evasively. 

A sigh of asperity from her husband and then, "let's change the subject, Julie-" 
"Not until we've settled the matter of our future relationship." 



Doneus poured himself a cup of coffee. "What makes you think you can resist 
me ... when again I tempt you?" 


She swallowed saliva gathering on her tongue. "I shall make sure I'm not in so 
vulnerable a situation again," she said and Doneus threw back his head and 
laughed. 

"Very well, my dear. Let us wait and see." 

"I'll be a little late this evening," Doneus said as he slipped on a torn linen jacket 
in preparation to going out to work. "Don't expect me before seven." 


"What time have we to be there?" she asked, wondering what Doneus could be 
doing till that time. She had assumed that his work at the castle was mainly out 
of doors, and it was almost dark at seven. 

"Dinner is at eight-thirty, but we shall arrive at eight." 

"It's a long walk, and all uphill," she began, when he interrupted her with, "I'll 
borrow a car." 

She blinked at him. "While they're away? Won't they mind?" 

Doneus whistled to Jason who was about to go through a hole in the fence. The 
dog came running to him. 

"Don't you go wandering off. We're going in a moment." To Julie he said, 
without much expression, "No, they won't mind." 

She stood by the living-room window watching him mount his bicycle, and her 
eyes followed him until he became lost to sight as he turned into the roadway, 
Jason trotting along beside him They would not mind.... How very odd for an 
employee to be able to do exactly as he liked. And yet she supposed that, 
knowing he would take care of their car, it was not so surprising for them to give 
him permission to use it. He would be unable to take it far, simply because he 
had little money to spend on petrol. 

Julie began getting ready long before it was necessary, because she was excited 
at the idea of dining out. She was eager to meet Tracy and her husband, 



interested to know what they were like, and to note their attitude towards her 
husband. To people like them he must seem inferior, and therefore it was most 
odd that they were his friends. 

Julie was ready when Doneus came in just after seven, and he stood a moment, 
deep admiration in his eyes. The car, a different one from that in which he had 
driven her to the quay, was big and shining and immaculate - a car one would 
expect the owner of the castle to have. Julie's excitement grew when she saw it. 
Luxury again, if only for one short evening. 

"I feel like Cinderella!" she cried impulsively, and then searched her husband's 
face anxiously, aware of her mistake. 

"Thank you, Julie," he returned crisply. "I'm sorry that I cannot provide you with 
a car like that - nor will I ever be able to do so." Without waiting to see if she 
would proffer an apology he left her, going into the lean-to to get washed and 
shaved. 

Julie felt flat all at once. During the day her thoughts had inevitably kept 
reverting to their conversation of the morning, and she had been troubled by the 
prospect of an argument 

later that night, but as the time for getting ready drew near she put her troubles 
aside and with growing anticipation had thought only of the evening, and the 
people she was to meet. 

Now she had spoiled everything, she decided dejectedly. As Doneus emerged 
from the back he said, noting her expression, "What's wrong? Aren't you happy 
at the idea of dining out?" 

She nodded, but unhappily; Doneus tilted her head back with a finger under her 
chin. 

"I always seem to say the wrong thing." Her eyes were a trifle misty; his face 
softened as he bent his head and kissed her on the mouth. 

"Perhaps it is I who react wrongly. Forget it, Julie." 

His lips found hers again before he released her. "You look charming, my dear, 
and I'm going to be very proud of you." 



Half an hour later they were in the car, driving along a road overhung with trees, 
the air heady and perfumed by the flowers in the gardens of the villas they 
passed. Now and then Julie's eyes strayed to the man at the wheel. So confident 
he was, and he might have been the owner had not the poor quality and cut of his 
suit branded him one of the lower class. She watched him in profile, noting the 
rigid outline, clear-cut even in the dimness of the car. 

"Here's where we begin to climb." Doneus turned the car into the tortuous 
mountain road and slackened his speed. In the full glare of the headlights Julie 
was conscious of trees and bushes and the giant cactus which she now knew as 
prickly pear. The drive was pleasant. The windows were open, letting in the 
breeze, sharp now from the aroma of mountain herbs which she always 
associated with the extreme northern end of the island. 

After about ten minutes Doneus turned into a long drive bordered by tall 
cypresses and drew up on the floodlit semi-circular forecourt of the villa. 

A maid opened the door and took Julie's wrap before showing her and Doneus 
into the drawing-room where Tracy and Michalis were waiting to receive them. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 


THE room was delightful. Large and airy, with wide white arches flanking the 
stone fireplace, it instantly gave the impression of luxury and good taste. 
Curtains and carpet were of soft silver-grey, furniture upholstered in coral pink. 
A limed-oak cocktail cabinet stood along one wall, an antique escritoire against 
another. Cut glass wall lights under white lacy shades provided a muted 
illumination and in the long low grate pine logs burned, filling the room with 
their fragrant aroma. 

The couple rose and as the introductions were being made by her husband Julie 
was acutely aware of an element of hidden mirth beneath the smiles of both 
Tracy and Michalis. Julie's mind switched momentarily to the attitude of the 
villagers on first meeting her. 

It would seem as if all the community was in possession of some knowledge 
concerning her from which they derived a considerable degree of amusement. 
And as she stood there, listening to Michalis congratulate Doneus on his wife's 
beauty, Julie knew instinctively that if only she could discover the reason for this 
amusement ah the mystery surrounding her marriage to Doneus would be 
solved. 

She glanced at Doneus from under her lashes, watching his reaction. Never had 
she seen such pride on a man's face! At one time she might have put it down to 
gloating, gloating on his success in marrying a member of the English 
aristocracy, but not now. It was not the pride of victory she saw on Doneus's 
handsome face, but the pride of sheer pleasure that these friends of his liked his 
wife. 

"We were so surprised to discover Doneus was married," Tracy was saying while 
Michalis went over to the cabinet to mix the drinks. "There he was, a lone 
bachelor when we left for our holiday - and on our return he's married! " 

Julie smiled and enchanting colour brushed her cheeks. She looked up at 
Michalis as he handed her the drink; his eyes twinkled. She had the impression 
that he would dearly have liked to laugh outright! 



"It was rather sudden," submitted Doneus, relaxing in his chair and meeting his 
wife's curious gaze. "I had seen Julie before, though, many years ago." 

Julie shifted her gaze to Tracy. The girl was about twenty-five years of age, with 
wide hazel eyes, frank and clear. She was immaculately dressed and wore a huge 
diamond above her wedding ring, which was on-the third finger of her right hand 

- as a Greek woman's ring would be. Neither she nor her husband evinced the 
surprise which was appropriate to the situation; in all modesty Julie could not 
but be aware of her own distinctive appearance, her air of confidence. That she 
was no ordinary working class girl must be evident, yet these people found 
nothing extraordinary in Doneus's being married to her, so obviously they had 
been well prepared beforehand, by Doneus. How much had he told them? she 
wondered, frustrated by all the secrecy. 

Dinner was served by the dark Greek maid, Eleni, who had admitted them to the 
house. She was the wife of their gardener, Julie soon learned, and the couple 
lived, with Eleni's mother, in a cosy little bungalow hidden from the main 
grounds of the villa by a lovely oleander hedge of white and pink blossoms. 

"She has one child and is expecting another - but not for six months," Tracy told 
Julie. "That's the only snag here; the girls are inordinately fecund." 

Julie glanced at Doneus; his expression was impassive. But she knew her 
thoughts had been revealed in that quick glance. To have his child.... She could 
even now be having his child. Julie glanced swiftly away, dismissing the 
thought. Surely the one slip, that one brief hour of weakness would not have 
such dire results for her. Never again, she told herself fiercely. She would not run 
such risks as that! 

With the mention of Eleni and her children the conversation seemed to lead 
naturally to the subject of the future of the island. Young risen were leaving by 
their hundreds, finding an easier and safer living in the lands across the sea. 
Many had gone to Australia, the land which seemed to hold so much promise for 
the youth of Kalymnos. 

"If this depopulation continues at the present rapid rate Kalymnos will soon be 
doomed," Michalis's voice held deep regret. "The sponge fleet is already doomed 

- from the introduction of synthetics, which are much cheaper to buy than the 
real thing, and equally good, from the users' point of view." 



Again Julie glanced at her husband. He was deep in thought. 

"I'm sure you are right, Michalis. Young men shirk the risks, and you cannot 
blame them. I thalassa is a cruel task-master from which it is the object of the 
young men of the island to escape He broke off on noticing the puzzled 
expression of his wife. "I thalassa is the sea, my dear , ., the cruel, cruel sea!" 

She went pale and something like a sword-blade twisted in her heart. She averted 
her head, aware of the interest of all the others. 

Tracy said, with what appeared to be swift understanding, while at the same time 
the concern in her voice was strangely insufficient for conviction, 

"Hundreds go out and of those only a few are maimed." 

"Every year some fifteen or twenty return maimed," put in Doneus, and although 
Julie did not glance at him this time she knew his eyes were fixed on her, almost 
willing her to look at him. But she would not ... for she remembered that he 
could read in her eyes what she held in her heart. 

She spoke at last, saying huskily, "How many of these men are there in 
Kalymnos ?" 

"The figure is unknown. I should say about a thousand -" 

"A thousand! " Escaping words, born of a terrible fear. She looked at Doneus 
then, not caring what he saw, "A thousand?" 

He nodded, and it was only then that Julie was struck by the strangeness of such 
a conversation. The danger to which her husband was subjected in his work 
should have been the last topic of conversation. 

After dinner they returned to the sitting-room, where Eleni served them with 
coffee and liqueurs. Doneus was sitting close to Michalis and Julie found herself 
with Tracy on the settee. 

"What does Michalis do for a living?" 


"He has two hotels on the island of Mykonos and another in Athens." 



"He has managers in them?" 

Tracy nodded. 

"We go to them quite often, but there's not much doing at this time of the year 
and we like being here." 

Julie paused a while and then said hesitantly, "Tracy, how would you feel if he 
were a spongediver?" 

A profound silence followed. Tracy reached for the cigarette box and held it out 
to Julie. She seemed to be playing for time and Julie's eyes narrowed. 

"I should hate it, Julie, I must admit," replied Tracy at last, and she deliberately 
avoided Julie's gaze. 

"They go for five months." Julie spoke to herself, her mind in such confusion she 
could scarcely think clearly. 

"Yes, and that's a long time. You will get used to it, though. All the women do." 

Julie licked her parched lips. This fear for her husband - what did it mean? Could 
such strong feeling be born of pity? 

"It's no wonder, as Doneus said, that the young men leave the island. Is there 
other work they can do?" 


"Unfortunately, no. A little farming goes on, but it's mainly done by the women. 
We have no industries, and nothing else of any importance. We do export a few 
oranges, but that is all. You see, we have only two valleys and in these are grown 
citrus fruits, grapes and figs; then around the monasteries higher up in the hills 
there are small areas of fertile land, but the island is, in the main, nothing but 
rock - spectacular and very beautiful, but the only harvest we get is from the sea. 
Spongediving's the only work and this means that the fifteen hundred or so 
spongedivers have to provide for the island's total population." 

"You said the trade was dying." 


"It is, and while it might be fortunate for the men, it is, sadly, unfortunate for the 



island as a whole." 


"What are you two talking about?" Michalis spoke across the room and Julie 
looked at him. He was handsome, but very different from Doneus, since he was 
full-faced and swarthy, and in build he was short and rather stout. "Private and 
confidential, or can we now intrude?" 

"Do, by all means," invited Tracy. "I'd begun to wonder when you two would 
remember you have wives!" 

The rest of the evening was spent most pleasantly and at the end Doneus and 
Julie were invited to come again the following week. 

"Thanks, we accept the invitation," smiled Doneus, glancing at Julie, who 
instantly nodded. "We'll be here about the same time." 

During the drive home in the great car, with its flaring headlights picking out the 
scattered white dwellings and the massive cypress trees and palms, Julie was 
very quiet, her thoughts flitting with chaotic inconsistency from her anxiety over 
her husband's work to the scene which must surely be enacted once she and her 
husband were in their own house. 

She kept seeing that boy, helped along by the other in a seaman's cap - the one 
who as yet was safe, who, in a little over four months' time, would be going to 
sea again, to dive into the deep waters, perhaps naked, in his quest for the 
creatures that were his livelihood. And before he went his mother and wife and 
sisters would light candles to St. Nikolas, or St. Stephanos o't some other saint, 
and all the time he was away they would go into church and pray ... pray.... For 
five long months they would pray. 

A quarter of an hour later Julie was saying good night to Doneus and hoping 
there was not to be an argument. Alas for her hopes! He had let Jason out and the 
door was open. 

"I'll have to wait for Jason," Doneus returned in an expressionless voice. "I'll be 
with you later." 

She stood facing him, her chin lifted. "Doneus, we had this matter out this 
morning-" 



"We began to have it out," he intervened, correcting her. "I warned you and I am 
not willing to alter my decision. We are married, Julie." 


"I told you it was a mistake! " 

His eyes lit with amusement, yet on noticing inflexibility also Julie's heart sank. 
"Is that what you call it?" 

"I'm not willing to be a wife to you, Doneus. I'm sorry." 

He looked at her, his mouth tight, his jaw flexed. She noticed the scar, and the 
movement within it. Doneus was angry, and yet his anger was held in check as 
he said, "One can never go back, Julie. Always one must go forward. I'm your 
husband now and I mean to remain your husband." 

She looked around helplessly, noting the open door. But where could she go if 
she ran away from him? In any case she would not be allowed to run away. Julie 
felt trapped, and sudden tears filled her eyes. 

"If you were a gentleman 

"But I'm not, am I? At least, not in your eyes. I'm a poor Greek peasant whose 
lovemaking you enjoyed even while being ashamed that you allowed me to 
make love to you. You're above me - way above the poor spongediver. No, Julie, 
I am not a gentleman, and as you don't consider me to be a gentleman then you 
must not expect me to act as one - although I fail to see why you should consider 
it ungentlemanly for me to desire a normal relationship with my own wife." He 
turned his head as Jason came in. The next moment the door was closed and the 
key turned in the lock. "Come, Julie, you will feel just as you did last night - 
happier, even, because you won't be so shy. Come," he added softly, "come and 
be my wife." 

"Your woman, you mean! That's how the taxi-driver referred to a Greek man's 
wife - his woman, he said!" 

"That's merely an expression. I think of you as my wife, not my woman." Quiet 
tones, devoid of anger, but still firm and inflexible. "Are there tears in those 
lovely eyes -?" He came close and took her in his arms. She tried to resist, but he 
held her, and she was defenceless in his embrace. His kiss was too demanding, 



too possessive. Julie gave up the struggle, loath to admit that this man could 
master her by sheer charm and persuasion, yet having to admit it. 

"Be truthful, Julie. Why did you let me make love to you last night?" He seemed 
so confident of her answer, so sure the reason was physical desire that her anger 
rose and before she realized what she was saying she told him it was pity. 

"Pity!" He stood there, stock still, as if he had received a blow that had stunned 
him utterly. "Is that what you feel for me?" 

His face was pale beneath the tan; Julie knew she had hurt him irreparably and 
her tender heart cried out against those hastily-spoken words. They were true, of 
course, she told herself, but that conviction did not detract from her own self- 
condemnation. 

"My God - pity!" He released her and stepped back. "Do I want your pity? No! 
Keep it!" And without another word he left her, standing there by the whitewood 
tale, trembling from head to foot, truly believing that the ache in her heart 
resulted entirely from remorse that she had allowed her tongue to run away with 
her. How deeply he had been hurt. And she had vowed, so many times, not ever 
to allow him to know how she pitied him. 

"Why did I say it? Why?" she whispered fiercely. "It would have been far kinder 
to let him think it was a physical attraction." 

But it was done now, and Julie could only hope and pray that he would in time 
get over it. 

"Tell me," he said harshly at breakfast the following morning, "has everything 
stemmed from pity? The desire to spend money on the house? The time you 
gave me, the walks we've had together? All pity? Answer me, girl! Answer my 
questions!" 

"Doneus, I -1 -" 

"No excuses! I know what pity is! I've felt it myself for all the men whose bodies 
have been mangled. Don't carry your pity any further by trying to mitigate what 
you've done. Answer my questions, I say!" 


She swallowed, afraid of him and seeing him now as the satanic figure of the 



past. 


"Yes, Doneus - I'm very sorry." Tears were in her eyes; he saw that they were 
produced by pity and he stood up, over her as she sat at the table, trembling and 
spent already by the scene. 

He wrenched her to her feet, his grip cmel and merciless on her wrist. 

"What sort of man do you think I am to want your pity? You cheat, Julie! I hate 
you for your cheating pretence! And to think I was fool enough to say that soon 
you would know all! You can go home just whenever you like - today won't be 
soon enough for me!" 

He left the house; the big car crunched on the gravel and was lost in a cloud of 
tawny dust. Julie sat there trembling still, her heart and mind filled with remorse 
and fear. 

Home.... She could go. He was releasing her because she pitied him. What sense 
was there in his marrying her if he was now releasing her? Without her pity he 
was content to live on indefinitely with her. Because she pitied him he wished 
her gone. It was understandable, she supposed, because of his innate pride. What 
was not understandable had been the words, "And to think I was fool enough to 
say that you would soon know all! " 

Eventually she rose, her breakfast, like that of her husband, practically 
untouched. She cleared away and washed the pots. 

Home.... Would he expect her to be gone by the time he returned this evening? 

She went into her room and looked at the clothes hanging there, on a rail 
suspended from the ceiling by pieces of rope attached to two iron hooks. 
Home.... And her luxurious bedroom and bathroom, her smiling maid.... 

Why she should walk right up to the castle gates she did not know. It was as if 
she were influenced by the force which had impelled her on other occasions to 
act in a way contrary to what her instincts dictated. The flowers were not so 
plentiful now, she noticed, and some of the trees were tinted with crimson and 
bronze, their leaves falling like tiny gliding birds. 

Jason came bounding to the gate as if he had sensed her presence ... and a 



moment later Doneus appeared. He stood on one side of the high wrought iron 
and Julie on the other. 

"What do you want? I told you to go!" 

"Doneus - Tracy and Michalis, they'll wonder why 

"I shall explain. Go home, I say!" 

She looked up at the top of the gate. Bars between them -unbreakable, 
unsurmountable bars. 

"If we could talk ...?" What was she saying? Why had she come here, drawn to 
him as a needle to a magnet? 


"You and I have nothing to talk about. You're Edwin Veltrovers's niece. Go back 
to him. I'll expect you to be out of my house when I return 

"I can't! Not in that short time." 

"Pack your things and I'll take you to town. You can stay in an hotel until there's 
a ship." He strode off, calling to Jason and because he spoke the one small word 
"ela" instead of speaking to the Labrador in English, it seemed to Julie that it 
was indeed the end of everything between her and Doneus. 

Back in the cottage she sat irresolute in a chair. What must she do? A few weeks 
ago she would have seized on this opportunity of freedom, but now ... now Julie 
knew she had no desire to leave. It was because of her sense of duty, she told 
herself. She had promised, and she would keep to that promise. She would stay 
at least until April, when Doneus went to sea. 

She told him this when he came in. Strangely, he said nothing, not one word. But 
he refused his dinner and went out again, riding his bicycle in the direction of the 
castle, with Jason trotting along beside him as usual. And he stayed at the castle 
all night. Julie sat up until midnight, cold and lonely, unable to believe she could 
be missing him so. 


For the past week or two they had been having dinner together, had been 
walking in a sort of intimate companionship. And now she was alone, and afraid 



because she knew, by ten o'clock, that he was sleeping at the castle. Would he be 
outside? - in some awful draughty shed? Surely not. He would find somewhere 
inside, she told herself desperately. 

At midnight she went to bed, and wept into her pillow until, as the first light 
dawned, she fell into a restless sleep, awaking only when she heard Jason 
barking outside the door. 

She glanced at the clock. Ten-thirty. She got up, slipped on a dressing-gown and 
opened the living-room door. Jason bounded in, wagging his tail furiously. He at 
least was glad she was still here. 

"Jason, you pet!" She bent and snuggled her head against his silky coat, and then 
she stiffened, her nerves tingling. She straightened up, coming face to face with 
her husband. 

"Where have you been?" Her voice was soft, compassionate. A mistake again as 
she saw when his face twisted into evil lines. 

"I've been quite comfortable, thank you. You can save your pity." Brushing past 
her, he went into the lean-to. She followed him, but he disappeared through the 
back door and she returned to her room to get dressed. 

"If only I understood everything," she was saying a little later, standing by 
Doneus as he did something to the pedal of his cycle. "You won't tell me why 
you married me.." 

"Are you going back to England or not?" His cold tones sent shivers through her. 
They seemed to say that, should she decide to stay, then she would live alone 
from now on. 

"I promised, and I'm keeping that promise." Her white face was raised to his as 
he straightened up. He glanced into it dispassionately and said, 

"I absolve you from any promise you made to me." 

"You want the marriage to end?" 


At that he seemed to flinch, and she saw now that he also had lain awake most of 
the night - all of it, probably. Why should he be so hurt? Did his pride go so deep 



that he could suffer so because of it? 


"I think you'll agree that it's the only thing to do." 

"Then why marry me at all?" 

"There was a very good reason." His voice was slightly softer, having lost its 
harsh edge. "That reason is no longer important. Are you leaving?" he inquired 
again, and Julie shook her head emphatically. 

"I'm keeping to my promise." 

He had turned from her, intending to walk away, but he swung round again. 

"Why?" he asked briefly, subjecting her to a searching scrutiny before she bent 
her head, avoiding his gaze. 

"It's a matter of honour." 

"Honour," he echoed bitterly. "Honour and pity! Go, I say!" 

Something within her seemed to be hammering for admittance to her conscious 
thought. Something she could neither grasp or understand. She suddenly thought 
of his mother.... Julie knew where she lived; Doneus had mentioned the place 
once. It was in Pothaia. 

"I'm staying," she told him firmly. "I believe a Greek husband never turns his 
wife out forcibly." 

"Forcibly?" He seemed dazed all at once. "I'd never turn you out, Julie." 

Julie. It seemed like a lifeline thrown to her while she still had the strength to 
grasp it. 

"Then there's no more to say, Doneus," she returned quietly, and went back into 
the house. He rode away on his bicycle and she washed her face and hands and 
went out. The communal taxi would be at the village in thirty minutes' time. 

It was an old house, similar to that of Doneus, but not so isolated, several other 
houses being in the vicinity. The woman recognized Julie instantly and her face 



paled. 


"My Doneus - my son. He not come with you. He is not good?" 

The words were very broken, just as Julie remembered them on a previous 
occasion. 

"Please don't be afraid, Mrs. Lucian, Doneus is quite well." Julie stressed each 
word, speaking slowly. "I want to talk to you. May I come in?" 

Doneus's mother nodded and opened the door wider for Julie to enter. 

"What is this talk you have with me?" She still appeared to be very scared. "This 
chair, please." 

"Thank you." Julie sat down and came straight to the point, hoping she could 
make the woman understand what she desired to know. "Mrs. Lucian, I believe 
you know why Doneus wanted to marry me. Will you tell me why?" 

The woman started, then her face puckered as if concentration were an effort. 

"I not understand. I not speak English." Mrs. Lucian glanced down at her hands, 
deliberately avoiding her visitor's gaze. 

Julie's eyes narrowed. 

"Is there anyone close who can interpret -? I mean, does some neighbour speak 
English -?" 

"No!" The woman lifted her head swiftly. "No people here speak English-no!" 
Julie looked at her, still through narrowed eyes. 

"You were able to make yourself understood to me when you saw me in 
England. You do speak a little English, Mrs. Lucian, and I want to know about 
the mystery which surrounds my marriage to your son." 

No answer, and Julie added sternly, "Why did Doneus want to marry me?" 

"I think -1 think - for - what you say? - own back - for Annoula, you see." Fear 
looked out of the woman's eyes, a fear greater by far than that which she had 



evinced initially. "My son - he not know that you come to my house?" 


"He does not. He won't tell me why he married me, but, Mrs. Lucian, I'm very 
sure it wasn't for revenge 

"Revenge?" The woman's face puckered again. "I not know this word, revenge?" 
Julie sighed. She was not going to get very far, evidently. 

"For Annoula." 

"For Annoula, yes," returned Mrs. Lucian, and Julie uttered an exasperated sigh. 
"When did you last see Doneus?" inquired Julie, veering the subject. 

"My son, he come every day." 

"Every day?" Julie stared, amazed. "On his bicycle?" she added softly, her eyes 
never leaving the woman's face. 

Mrs. Lucian turned away. 

"He get one lift - from friend, you understand?" 

"No," returned Julie, "I do not understand." 

"His friend Doneus's mother stopped, fumbling for words. 

"His friend - with taxi. You have some coffee? You like Turkish coffee?" 

Julie bit her lip. So much for her efforts. The woman's reluctance to be drawn 
out, plus the fact that neither could speak the other's language, must inevitably 
result in the mystery remaining unsolved. 

"I don't care for Turkish coffee, but I'll have a cup of tea - if you have tea?" she 
added, realizing it might be too expensive for Mrs. Lucian to buy. But Mrs. 
Lucian nodded, and smiled, and a few minutes after disappearing into the 
kitchen she was back with a tray on which was a cup of tea and a plate of 
biscuits. Julie was thoughtful, still dwelling on the woman's statement that 
Doneus was able to obtain a lift every day. It seemed quite impossible that he 
should do so and Julie felt sure he used the castle car. Yet how could he afford 



the petrol? 


Of course, Julie had no idea how much he earned, nor did she know how he was 
paid. She had surmised that the owner of the castle had made some arrangement 
whereby Doneus could receive it by post. It went to the castle, obviously, for 
when Julie picked up her own letters at the village store there was never any 
mail for Doneus. She had assumed he was not very well paid when, on one 
occasion, she had mentioned a rug she had seen in a shop in Pothaia. He had said 
he could not afford to buy it. The price was seventy drachmae - one English 
pound. 

"You have sugar?" Mrs. Lucian's voice broke into Julie's musings and she 
glanced up. "Just one, please." 

"Take yourself." Doneus's mother held out the sugar basin and Julie dipped her 
spoon into it. 

"Thank you." The woman went away, but returned with a tiny cup of Turkish 
coffee, which she sipped several times before sitting down on a chair at the other 
side of the room - as far away as possible from Julie, it would seem. "Are those 
your sons?" Julie inquired, indicating the two photographs. Mrs. 

Lucian nodded, her face clouding. 

"My boys - they killed by the sea." 

"Killed...." Julie put her cup on the saucer, staring fascinated at each photograph 
in turn before bringing her gaze to the old woman. As before she was all in 
black, but without the coif on her head. Her grey hair was so fine and sparse that 
her scalp shone through it. Two stringy plaits hung down her back. 

Doneus's mother ... such a frail little thing, and so pathetic. Her lined face, seen 
now in the light instead of the darkness of that tent, had a quality of saintly 
beauty, enhanced in a way that only deep sorrow can bring. She was gentle and 
simple - a Greek peasant whose lot no woman from the West would envy. 

"All your boys have been spongedivers, then?" she said unnecessarily, and the 
woman nodded. 

"My Doneus - he the only one who - who She shook her head and Julie 



supplied, 


"Escaped?" 

"That is right." The woman fell into a brooding silence, sipping her coffee. "My 
man, he also die - but bad first - bad. You know what I mean? I show you!" 
Rising, she went to the drawer in the sideboard and opened it. The next moment 
Julie was staring at a middle-aged man, sitting on a bench in what looked like 
the garden of this house. His legs were twisted and hanging ... useless. 

Great tears welled up in Julie's eyes. The pressures of the dark still places of the 
ocean had certainly taken toll of this woman. 

And now? Each year she would see her son go in one of those fifty or sixty boats 
that set out at Easter-time for the fishing grounds of Crete or Benghazi and 
Tripoli. And for five months that must stretch to the very edge of eternity she 
would wait... wait... wait, like so many other women. And she would pray. 

"You cry!" The woman's eyes lit and glowed. It seemed that a great happiness 
surged within her. "You weep for my son - because you not want him to get bad - 
or die?" 

Perplexed, Julie searched the woman's face. Undoubtedly the 

tears had worked a miracle. They fell on to Julie's cheeks and she wiped them 
away with the back of her hand. 

"I cried for you, and for your sons and your husband." 

The woman's face fell. She was old suddenly - very old, and sad. 

"You not cry for my Doneus ?" 

"Doneus hasn't been hurt, Mrs. Lucian." 

"Not yet - but he be bad some time. You cry now - it is better that you cry now!" 
Bewilderedly Julie shook her head. If only they had an interpreter! 

"I don't understand what you mean?" 



Doneus's mother shrugged and spread her hands. 


"I not understand too. If you cry for Doneus - now -then I understand." 

It was better that she cry now. Julie grappled with this obscure statement for a 
long while, without result. It was better that she cry now than wait until Doneus 
was hurt - or killed.... 

"Is there anyone nearby who speaks English?" she asked again, with the same 
result. 

"We not have anyone who speak English. My son, he angry if people know - 
know - secrets." 

"I see...." murmured Julie, and she did. 

Julie had a tasty meal ready for six o'clock, but Doneus did not put in an 
appearance. She kept it in the earth oven outside, but the wood had burned away, 
and as a wind had arisen the oven went cool and so did the dinner. She thought 
of having hers, but she felt so sick inside with what she had learned and with the 
waiting for Doneus, fearing he would not come, that she knew food would choke 
her. 

She had been crying when at last he did appear, at half-past ten. She was in the 
dark, having just sat and sat, seeing no reason why she should light the lamp, 
wasting fuel, and Doneus called, a little sharply and anxiously, she thought, 
immediately on entering the house. 

"I'm here." Jason was up pawing her knee and she touched his head, deriving 
strange comfort from the warmth of him and the friendliness. 

"What are you doing in the dark?" Doneus struck a match and set it to a candle. 
Then he lit the lamp and brought it to the table. "Are you ill?" No mistaking his 
anxiety now, and for some stupid reason it brought on the tears again. 

"No, Doneus, I'm not ill, b-but I thought you weren't coming home." 

He looked at her with an odd expression. 

"Would it have mattered so much to you had I not come home?" 



She lifted her tearstained face, suppressing the little sob that had risen in her 
throat. He looked very tired and dispirited, his black seaman's jersey adding to 
the darkness of his skin and accentuating the prominent lines running down the 
sides of his face from nose to mouth. The scar was livid; she had never seen it 
look so angry and pronounced. 

"It would have mattered, Doneus, yes, very much." 

A long silence, intense, profound, before Doneus reached for her hand and 
gently drew her to her feet. 

"Julie, what is the matter with you? Why are you like this one moment and so 
arrogant the next." 

"I'm not. I didn't mean to be arrogant." Her eyes filled up again. 

She whispered tremblingly, "Hold me, Doneus.." 

Gently he embraced her, and she rested her head against his breast and no sound 
was heard until Jason, unwilling to be left so neglected, gave a small bark and 
pawed his master's leg. 

Julie and Doneus drew apart. Her tears were left on his jersey and automatically 
she brushed a hand over the damp patch. 

"I've made a meal, but it's cold," she told him in muffled tones. 

"I think I can heat it on the oil stove, though." His arms went round her again she 
looked into his face and saw only mystification there. But presently he smiled at 
her and kissed her quivering lips. 

"Where is this meal?" the prosaic question broke the tension, and. Julie gave a 
little sigh of relief. 

"In the oven outside. I'll go and fetch it 

"No, I will." He glanced at the table. "You haven't had yours?" 

"I waited for you." 



Another profound moment of silence. Doneus shook his head with a sort of 
helpless gesture and went out to the garden for the dish of meat and vegetables 
Julie had left there. 

"Cold, you're quite right. I'll heat it up." 

"I can do it." She was beside him and he turned his head to glance down at her. 

"You feed Jason while I do it," he said gently, and they went into the lean-to 
together, Jason following on their heels on hearing his name fall from his 
master's lips. 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


THEY had finished their meal before Julie gathered the courage to tell Doneus 
of her visit to his mother. She had known that she would have to tell him even 
before she went, but the risk of his anger had not deterred her. Now, she had no 
fear of him, as he was in a gentle mood, even though she was deeply sensible of 
his hurt being very much in evidence. 

"You went to see my mother?" he repeated, amazed. "I took it that she was not 
good enough for you?", Julie swallowed, shaking her head faintly. 

"I was still angry with her on the occasion of your asking me to visit her, but 
now I've met her I like her very much." 

Doneus ignored that. 

"Why did you suddenly decide to visit her?" he asked. 

Julie met his questioning eyes squarely."I wanted to know why you married me." 
A faint smile touched his lips, a smile tinged with bitterness. 

"And did she tell you?" 

"You know she didn't. For one thing, she doesn't speak English very well." 

"She scarcely speaks it at all." He fell silent, his brow lined in thought. "Scarcely 
any English, and yet she.... She's a brave woman, my mother," he murmured 
almost inaudibly. 

Why the hesitation? wondered Julie. "... and yet she...." What? 

He seemed completely lost inn thought and at last Julie said, "She was certainly 
very brave to go to England all by herself." 

A small hesitation and then she added, her eyes on her husband's face, "I wonder 
you would send her." 



Doneus seemed unable to answer that immediately; there was a strange silence 
before at length he spoke, saying in a voice practically devoid of expression, 


"She did not mind at all going to England." And before Julie could pursue that 
particular line of conversation he inquired curiously, "Did you ask her outright 
why I married you?" 

"Of course. There was nothing to be gained by approaching the matter in a 
roundabout manner. Not that I gained anything by forthrightness," she just had to 
add, a tart edge to her voice which brought a return of her husband's smile, and 
this time the bitterness was replaced by a hint of amusement. 


"What did she say?" 

"She maintained that you married me for revenge." 

"She used a word like that?" He cocked an eyebrow sceptically and Julie 
explained that she had put the word into his mother's mouth. 

"She told me you visit her every day." Julie reached for the coffee pot and topped 
up both their cups. They were still seated at the dinner table and the soft amber 
glow from the lamp played over her features, accentuating their beauty and 
bringing to her eyes a lustre which seemed to reflect the inner beauty, the beauty 
of Julie's sweet nature and tender heart. As on several previous occasions 
Doneus seemed fascinated with what he saw, and so fixed was his interest that 
Julie felt he had forgotten everything and that he was daydreaming. "I wondered 
how you got there?" she ventured, hoping to awaken him His eves moved almost 
imperceptibly to the coffee cup she had filled up for him. He picked it up and 
drank deeply of the black contents before replacing the cup on its saucer. 

"I use the car," he replied after what seemed an eternity of deliberation. 

"You - have money for all that petrol?" Faint apology in her tone, but her eyes 
pleaded, quite unconsciously, for him to understand, and not speak sharply to 
her. 

"I manage to fill the car up, yes, Julie. You see, it's imperative that I see my 
mother daily. She has no one left but me - distant relatives and many good 
neighbours, of course, but I'm the only child she has, and my father is dead." 



"She told me, and I saw photographs of your brothers as well. 

Doneus, I felt very sad indeed as I sat there with your mother." 

"You were pitying her, I suppose." Harsh words and cruel, Julie thought, 
flinching and lowering her eyes in order to avoid his contemptuous gaze. 
"Mother does not require pity. She would never invite you into her house again 
were she to suspect you of pitying her." 

Glancing up after a long moment of silence Julie murmured convulsively, "Am I 
allowed to feel compassion for her, Doneus ?" 

"There is a difference?" he queried coldly, and Julie said at once that there 
certainly was a difference, and she added, "I admire her too, deeply. She has the 
most wonderful spirit and courage." 

Doneus softened slightly and on noticing this from his 

expression Julie ventured to ask him to tell her more about his mother, which he 
did, explaining that she was married at fifteen and had her first child less than a 
year later. 

"By the time she was eighteen she had three boys, but although these were 
blessings indeed in a country where every girl has to be provided with a dowry, 
they were to cause Mother extreme hardship. You see, Father was fifteen years 
her senior, and so she was very young when he died, leaving her with three 
children to bring up. Also, he had been an invalid for several years. She washed 
and mended and cleaned for the one or two retired English and American 
families who had settled here; she grew produce in her garden, and she made all 
our clothes." He went on, lost in the past, and Julie listened without interruption, 
watching his dark face and seeing a strange and savage beauty in the finely- 
etched lines - like those of a Greek god, noble and courageous. His voice, deep- 
toned and rich, contained a gentleness when he spoke of his mother, and his eyes 
were tender. 

In this intensely human mood there was so strong a magnetic quality about him 
that Julie felt her pulse quicken, and her heartbeats throb in unison. Her husband 
held her by some spell and she wondered how, having once experienced his 
lovemaking, she could have decided there was to be no repetition. 



"How was it that your father was so much older than your mother?" she asked 
when at last Doneus stopped speaking. 


Julie spoke in breathless accents, for she was still deeply affected by the force of 
her husband's personality. 

"My father had four sisters, and as he couldn't marry until husbands had been 
found for all of them he was over thirty before he was free to marry-" 

"I don't understand, Doneus?" Julie's brow was creased in a frown of perplexity. 
"Why couldn't your father marry until husbands were found for his sisters?" 

"The custom is that the brothers assist in providing the dowries. 

A boy with several sisters has little chance of marrying young." 

"But how extraordinary!" she exclaimed, her thoughts completely diverted by 
this information which Doneus was imparting to her. "I always believed that in 
Greece the male was all-powerful - superior in all things." 

Doneus regarded her in some amusement, although Julie sensed the presence of 
the deep hurt which she herself had inflicted by her unthinking words about pity, 
words which she now bitterly regretted. 

"Strangely, this is quite true, in that the man is complete master of the house. I 
say 'the' house because, paradoxically, it always belongs to the wife." 

"But if this is so then how comes the man to be the - well, the boss, as it were?" 

"Custom, my dear. In the East the woman has always been regarded as inferior." 

"Do you regard the woman as inferior?" she asked, recalling how he had stated 
emphatically that he regarded her as his wife, and not as his woman. 

"Most definitely not! Could I regard my mother as inferior? 

Could I ever regard my wife as inferior?" He shook his head. 

"No, Julie, I am not of the school that regards a woman as a possession over 
whom I must exert undue authority. I would like my wife to look up to me, I 



must admit," he added, staring straight at her. "I would like her to respect my 
wishes and even to accede to them if, in the event of a difference of opinion, I 
was convinced that I was in the right." 

Julie sat quiet for a long moment, staring at the shadows thrown on to the ikons 
by the long tongue of flame from the kerosene lamp in the centre of the table. 

This husband of hers ... he was a man with lofty principles, a man of superior 
intellect and perception, who was obviously possessed of high ideals and whose 
values were concerned only with the intrinsic and aesthetic, never the material 
and manifest. How came a peasant to possess all these fine qualities? How came 
he to speak such cultured English - and to be so knowledgeable? She had tried 
on several occasions to ask about his education, but diplomacy and good 
manners forbade it. 

Moreover, Julie was sure that any such question would be answered in a way 
which would cause her extreme discomfiture. Her husband was in the main kind 
to her, and gentle in speech - but that he could be caustic and, sarcastic she had 
soon discovered, and already Julie had learned how far to go. 

"Tell me some more about the customs," she urged, a smile hovering on her lips. 
"They are so strange - at least, to me." 

He smiled faintly and went on to explain the laws regarding property. The girl 
brought the house as part of her dowry, and 

it always remained hers. 

"Property here always descends through the female line," he went on, "from 
mother to the eldest daughter. It's rather ironical really, because it is the men who 
have to work for this property, and even those who have left the island continue 
to send home money for their daughters' or sisters' prika, as the dowry is called 
in Greece." 

"So the husband is not quite the exalted lord and master we are given to 
believe?" 

"As I said, he's always the master, but he never becomes a property owner - at 
least," Doneus added swiftly, "not by inheritance, because families here are so 
large that there's invariably a daughter to whom the property is handed down." 



"Your brothers," she murmured. "Did they marry?" 

A faintly bitter curve of his lips, and a brooding pause before Doneus spoke. 

"They were both killed at the age of eighteen - one a year after the other 

"Oh, Doneus ... how very dreadful for your mother, and for you as well." 

"It was grim," he agreed, and a nerve throbbed in the scar. "It almost broke my 
mother." 

"I can imagine." Julie's eyes misted over as she spoke her thoughts aloud, "Two 
Septembers, when the sponge boats came back ... one son gone, and then the 
other..." She looked at Doneus across the table. "Were they - brought back?" 

"Both were buried on the north coast of Africa." 

"Your mother, she must - she must have been dreadfully worried about you." 
Julie hadn't meant to say anything like that, but again she voiced her thoughts 
instead of keeping them to herself. Doneus was looking oddly at her, and 
suddenly he gave a small sigh, just as if he were considering her to be quite 
unfathomable. 

"She was, naturally, worried about me. The sea had taken three of her men and 
I'm sure she became convinced that it would take me also." He smiled and 
added, "However, I returned, safe and sound." 

That time, yes, and those times following, but.... Julie felt stifled all at once as if 
she needed air, and her throat was blocked with fear. He could not survive 
indefinitely, she thought. One September he must come home maimed ... or not 
at all, but stay in some strange land, buried there. He was still watching 

her closely and Julie inclined her head, unwilling that he should see the fear in 
her eyes, fear for his safety, because of the pity that filled her heart. 

Her thoughts reverting to his mother, Julie said hesitantly, "How is it that you 
and your mother live apart?" 

"I would have liked my mother to live with me, but she prefers to live alone." 
The finality in his tone convincing her that he desired the subject to be dropped, 



she made no further reference to it, and in any case a moment later Doneus was 
saying, "I don't know how you feel, Julie, but I'm for bed. I've had a long tiring 
day today." 

She rose, and began putting the dinner things on to a tray in preparation for 
removing them to the lean-to. 

"What do you do all day?" she enquired curiously. "There are all sorts of jobs. 
The castle's a big place." "Yes, of course." She took the tray out and called over 
her shoulder, "You do gardening mostly, though?" 

"Not till ten at night, my dear," he returned non-committally. 

She put the pots in a bowl of cold water. There was no hot water and she could 
not be bothered heating any. Besides, she was excited and expectant. She 
realized, without the least sense of shock, that she wanted Doneus tonight, 
wanted nothing more than to feel his arms about her, his body close, comforting 
and gentle. 

That this was complete surrender she freely owned. There could be no going 
back a second time, and she had no desire to go back. Only now did she face the 
truth and admit to the real reason why she had been so averse to returning home 
when given the chance of her freedom. She never would be free, and in one 
moment of calm introspection she knew she never wanted to be free again. If 
pity drove her to these lengths then she was lost and she might as well admit it. 
She no longer cared that Doneus was only a peasant, a poor spongediver. He was 
her husband and at last she was willing to be his wife. 

She suddenly realized he had evaded giving a satisfactory answer to her question 
about his work, but she let it pass. At this moment she was not particularly 
interested in his work at the castle, and there was a rather sweet and inviting 
smile on her lips as she came from the kitchen into the living-room. It told him 
she was glad he had softened towards her; it told him she was willing to come to 
him and she waited eagerly to see how he would react. He had let Jason out a 
few minutes previously and now that the dog was in again Doneus turned to lock 
the door, seemingly unaware of the expression on his wife's face. 

"Good night, Julie," he said, and to Jason, "No barking in the night. It's only a 
donkey on the hillside you can hear. Mali nikta." 



Julie stared at the open doorway through which her husband had gone. After the 
tenderness of him when he held her while she wept; after the pleasant 
companionable meal and the quiet talk.... He had gone, just like that. She had 
taken it for granted that their quarrel was made up and that they would return to 
where they were before she had so foolishly uttered words which she had 
instantly regretted. 

Slowly she went to her bedroom, undressed and got into bed. 

But again sleep eluded her and she tossed and turned. Doneus was still hurt, that 
was obvious, and as she had hurt him she should apologize. Yes, she must. 

His door was ajar, as it had been when she passed half an hour ago. She touched 
it and it began to swing inwards. 

"Are you asleep, Doneus?" 

"No. Is anything wrong?" 

"Can I come in?" 

A match scraped as Doneus said, "Of course." He lit the candle which was in its 
plastic candlestick on the table by his bed. 

"What is it?" 

She moved over to his bed, her face pale and her eyes faintly moist. 

"Doneus, I want to tell you I'm sorry for saying that - about pity, I mean. It hurt 
you, and I felt awful afterwards." 

"What are you really trying to say to me, Julie?" he asked after a long pause, and 
she swallowed convulsively before she could manage to articulate words. 

"You said our - our marriage must - must be normal. Do you r-remember?" 

"It's not a thing I could forget," he returned with a hint of sardonic amusement. 
"Well, Julie, I did say so, but at that time I'd no idea it was pity you felt for me. 
I've no desire that you should come to me for that reason." 



He was leaning up on one elbow, the scar throbbing against the collar of his 
pyama jacket, his dark hair a little tousled. Julie had an almost irresistible desire 
to run her fingers through it in spite of the cold reception she had just received. 
What was this 

emotion filling her whole being? Desire or pity - or both? She shook her head. 

It could almost be the beginnings of love - Love! She stared at her husband. She 
could never love him - she must not love him, because of his work which took 
him into danger. To love him would be anguish too deep for enduring. No, she 
was not cut out for that agonizing waiting for her man to return - whole or 
maimed, or perhaps to receive his poor bundle of belongings from a bowed¬ 
headed mate of his who would tell her her husband was buried on some distant 
shore. 

No, she must never learn to love this man! 

"I'm very tired," he was saying, and he sounded tired, she thought, and dispirited 
- lost, even, as if life no longer held anything for him. Her heart went out to him 
and she sought for words that would in some small way help to erase the 
impulsive utterance that had been so wounding to his pride. But Doneus was 
continuing, saying she too must be tired, and he ended by murmuring softly, his 
tones filled with all the gentleness she had come to know so well, and to take for 
granted, a gentleness so out of line with his primitive name and what it meant, 
"Good night, Julie. If you wake early in the morning will you call me? I've 
another busy day tomorrow." 

She made no move to go, but continued to regard him in the flickering light of 
the candle. 

"You - you don't want me to stay?" That she should be standing here, she, Julie 
Veltrovers, offering herself to a penniless Greek peasant! It seemed impossible, 
yet the situation was very real to Julie - real and deeply emotional. 

For as she continued to meet her husband's unsmiling gaze she knew that to be 
with him was a desire filling her whole being; she wanted nothing more than the 
sanctuary of his arms and the joy of his body. He spoke at last, and his quiet 
voice was like a wave of icy water enveloping her, drowning hope while desire 
lived on, immune to the forces of destruction. 



"No, Julie, I don't want you to stay." He saw the convulsive movement in her 
throat and he himself swallowed hard. "As I said yesterday, I am not in need of 
your pity." 

"I haven't come because I pity you," she began, when he interrupted her and this 
time a harsh edge took the gentleness from his tones. 

"You come, then, because of your own desires? - those desires which you fought 
off until that one moment of weakness. I could accept you for that reason, Julie - 
but not with pity in your heart as well. Good night - and don't forget what I said 
about waking me in the morning." 

From that night their relationship was one of cool cordiality. 

They were as two people who, not particularly compatible, shared a home by 
sheer force of circumstances. Doneus went regularly to the castle, where he 
would spend the entire day, returning to the cottage for the meal which Julie had 
prepared for him and patiently kept hot no matter how late he might be. 

Once a week they went up to the villa on the hillside and dined with Tracy and 
Michalis, but no close friendship developed between Tracy and Julie, simply 
because Julie had not been invited to visit Tracy during the daytime as she had 
initially hoped would be the case. She felt somehow that Doneus had requested 
Tracy not to ask his wife up, and the reason could be that, should the two girls 
become friendly, Tracy might be tempted to reveal all she knew. 

Each day Julie would rise to the light from a pale sun filtering the broken 
shutters; she would go to the pump, draw clear cold water with which to wash 
herself. She made toast from the nutty wholesome peasant bread, and sat down 
with her silent husband to eat it. For the rest of the day she was alone, except for 
those occasions when Jason, suddenly remembering her, would come home and 
remain with her until Doneus's return in the evening. 

Julie spent her time reading and walking, for the sea was cool now and often 
there would be a sharp breeze blowing in from the west. 

On one occasion she had an inexplicable desire to see the harbour again and she 
caught the taxi, sitting with other people - men who looked at her with 
undisguised curiosity and women with large baskets or bundles which they 
would place on the floor, so imprisoning Julie's feet until they got out again 



somewhere along the way. 


On reaching the harbour she strolled along, her eyes on the sea. She had always 
loved it, but now she saw it as an enemy, ruthless and all-destroying. She turned 
her eyes away from it and visions flitted by in her mind, one following another. 
That unbelievable few minutes in the tent and the subsequent scene with her 
uncle - her own first meeting with Doneus and its impact which remained with 
her long long after she had left the island. She recalled the shock Doneus's 
presence outside the church had given her because she had convinced herself 
that he had never meant to carry out his threat to expose Alastair. 

Vividly she recalled the marriage and Doneus's bringing her to his tiny home. So 
many pictures, and all dominated by the one central figure from whom there was 
no escaping ... a man called Aidoneus. 

Not a soul beside herself was on the quay and she began strolling back along the 
waterfront where brightly-coloured caiques heaved on the wave-crests as the 
wind set the vast dark sea frothing against their sides. Trees lined the front, men 
sprawled at the pavement tables, drinking retsina and playing cards. Gaunt grey 
mountains rose in the background, forming a towering semi-circle of rugged 
barren land, enclosing the dark sea. I thalassa. 

Julie stopped at an empty table and had hardly sat down when a smiling Greek 
appeared. He obviously knew who she was, for his dark eyes shifted towards a 
nearby table where three men, divers in their black-peaked caps, sat talking, 
cigarettes dangling from their lips. Catching his glance, one of the men looked at 
Julie and then spoke in Greek to his companions who, turning their heads to take 
stock of Julie, murmured together and then laughed. Julie went hot and cold all 
over. Did every single person on the island know of her? - who she was and to 
whom she was married? She had been on the island long enough to know that 
news - or gossip - travelled fast, and she did suppose that an English girl married 
to a Kalymnos spongediver was likely to be a most interesting topic of 
conversation among those in whose lives there was a paucity of interest. 

"Coffee, please, with plenty of milk." 

"Certainly." The man went off, returning a moment or two later with a tray on 
which was her cup of coffee. By this time one of the men had joined her, 
occupying a spare chair without so much as an enquiry as to whether or not she 



minded. 


"You like Kalymnos?" he was asking as the coffee was put before Julie. She 
nodded, wondering if there was any possibility of learning anything from this 
intruder into her privacy. 

"I like it very much." 

"You come here for good?" he asked, and Julie's eyes narrowed. 

"Tell me," she said coolly, "do you know who I am?" She treated him with faint 
hauteur, but he was thick-skinned, as all Greeks are when their curiosity is 
aroused, which was often. 


"You are Mr. Doneus's woman," he grinned, pulling on his cigarette. 

"I am his wife." Julie picked up her cup and drank, wishing the coffee were not 
quite so hot, as she no longer desired to sit talking to this man. 

"It is good in his cottage? That is a lovely part of Kalymnos, yes?" 

Julie nodded automatically, her attention arrested by a powerfully-built cripple, 
hobbling along, a basket in his hand. 

He could not be more than thirty years of age, she estimated, her heart beating 
unevenly as she said, "That man-was he a spongediver?" 

"Once, yes. One of the best in Kalymnos, but the sea got him." 

Something caught in Julie's throat. "What is he shouting?" 

"He sells eggs -" The young man shrugged deprecatingly. "Who wants to buy 
eggs? We have our own. Chickens are everywhere." 

"Call him, please. I require some eggs." 

"You -?" The man stared. "Mr. Doneus - why, he have many eggs!" 

Julie's eyes were following the cripple. Doneus did always bring the eggs from 
the castle - they, like the other produce, constituted part of his wages - but Julie 



knew she must buy some eggs from this man. 


"Call him," she commanded again. "I wish to get some eggs from him." 

Another shrug and then the man was hailed in Greek, "Manolis - ela!" 

Julie bought her eggs, giving the man more than he asked. He smiled gratefully 
and went on his way - hoping someone would buy, even while knowing that 
almost everyone on the island produced their own eggs. Her eyes followed him 
until he was out of sight among tree-shaded pavement tables at a cafe further 
along the waterfront. 

She beckoned the proprietor, who asked for two drachmae, which she gave him 
after rising from her chair. The man still sat at her table, disappointment on his 
face at this proof that he had heard all he was going to hear, which was nothing 
he could repeat with relish to the two pals waiting at the next table, their dark 
eyes gleaming with anticipation. So transparent, these Greeks, and so naive - 
charmingly so despite their curiosity, which could become irritating to anyone 
like Julie who was 

unused to gossip. She continued her stroll, feeling inordinately depressed. She 
must bring some of her money over here, she decided, and do something for 
these people. 



CHAPTER NINE 


ALL the way home Julie pondered on her decision to bring some of her money 
over to the island, but although the transference of the money presented no 
difficulty at all, she was at a loss as to exactly how she would use it when it 
came. And in the end she broached the subject to Doneus as they were sitting 
down to their evening meal. 

"I hope you won't say I can't do this," she added quietly, "because I want it so 
much, Doneus." 

Doneus regarded her with an odd expression; she saw by the sudden pulsation of 
a nerve in the scar that he was deeply moved by her words. However, he did not 
mention the money for a moment, but digressed, asking if it would make any 
difference were he to say she could not carry out her intention of helping the 
islanders. 

"You would obey me?" he added, a curious edge to his voice. 

Julie looked across at him, her grey eyes wide and frank, and also faintly 
pleading. How strange it was that she could be so humble with this man, that her 
innate pride, strengthened by her wealth and the exalted station in which she had 
always lived., seemed totally out of place when displayed to her husband. 
Although Julie was naturally loath to admit it, Doneus was the one who always 
seemed superior. 

"I expect I should have to," she answered in the same quiet tones, but added 
again that she hoped he would not object to what she had in mind. 

"I'm afraid I must object," he said after a moment of indecision. 

"You see, Julie, I should be humiliated 

"No, Doneus, you wouldn't." She looked squarely at him. "I'm not so blind as to 
be unable to see that most people on this island know more about the reason for 
our marriage than I do, and I surmise that they probably know that I have money. 
Some day you might tell me all - you did say you would, if you remember?" She 
paused expectantly, but all he said was, "You yourself have made it impossible 



for me to tell you all." 


"Because," Julie said, "I - I pitied you?" The words were difficult to voice, but 
she hoped she might glean some information. It was a forlorn hope because 
Doneus merely nodded, a drift of 

colour rising beneath the natural darkness of his skin. 

"I wish I understood, Doneus," she murmured gently, persuasion in her eyes and 
voice, but to no effect. 

"You will now never understand," he assured her almost harshly. 

Julie sagged, but reverted to the matter of her helping the cripples of Kalymnos. 

"As I said, people are probably aware that I have money, so you could in no way 
be humiliated by my wanting to spend some of it in this way." 

An odd smile, tinged with bitterness. 

"I most certainly should be humiliated. In any case, it might interest you to know 
that the man you saw merely sells his eggs for something to do. A man hates to 
think he's helpless, and many of our cripples sell things, or do small jobs which 
keep them occupied." 

She stared in blank bewilderment. 

"He wouldn't be hobbling about like that unless he had to do so. 

He was in dire need of money-" 

"No, my dear, he was not. He receives financial help." 

"From where? I know that the spongedivers of this island support the entire 
population." 

"Practically the entire population," he corrected. "We have several wealthy 
sponge merchants here. Also the men who have left to find work elsewhere send 
money home for their families. The man you saw - and in fact all of his kind - 
receives money from a fund set up by one of these sponge merchants." 



"I see," murmured Julie after a thoughtful pause. "Well, can't I contribute to this 
fund? I have a large fortune, Doneus, and after all, what good is money if it can't 
relieve suffering?" 

He sighed, in a way most puzzling, for it struck Julie that he would actually have 
liked her to contribute to the fund. 

"I'm sorry, Julie, but I must say no." Inflexible tones, and Julie's heart sank. 

"What good is my money to me?" she cried in frustration. "If I want to spend 
some of it in this way why can't I?" 

"Your money will come in useful when you get home." He regarded her keenly, 
desiring to note the effect of his words. 

Julie lowered her lashes, obscuring her expression. "You'll be in England for five 
months of every year, remember. You will need your money." 

"Not all of it," she argued flatly. Doneus merely passed that off, changing the 
subject, and Julie was forced to accept that the matter was closed. If only he 
were not so proud! His pride was entirely to blame for the rift which had 
occurred between them, and for his refusal to have her for his wife - which was 
all she desired, the ache of wanting him growing stronger with every passing 
day. 

A week later she was strolling along the main street of the tiny village when 
Astero invited her in for refreshments. 

Kyria, her daughter, was still basking in the joy of her success, proud of herself 
and a little condescending towards poor Maroula next door who had just 
produced a daughter, her third in a row, enraging her husband and his people by 
her inability to "make" a boy. After staying with Astero and her daughter for 
about half an hour Julie went in to see Maroula and the baby. 

Maroula had been weeping; she looked up and, seeing the guilt and 
disappointment on her face, Julie said angrily, "What does it matter so long as 
the baby's perfect?" 

"I say this thing to Davos, but he so angry he not speak to me, nor look at my 
baby." 



Julie's blood boiled and as Davos happened to come in she just had to say, 


"It's the man who determines the sex of a child. If Maroula has girls it is all your 
fault." 

Davos stared, his dark eyes blazing, his diver's cap pushed to the back of his 
head. 


"It is no such thing!" he shouted, and for some quite incomprehensible reason 
both Maroula and her mother looked horrified. 

"You not speak to Mrs. Doneus like this," snapped his mother-in-law. "You treat 
her with respect or Mr. Doneus want to know why." 

Davos's anger subsided, miraculously. He looked apologetically at their guest. 

"I am sorry, Mrs. Doneus. I not think right -" He spread his hands towards his 
wife, who had the baby at her breast, and he seemed speechless for a while. Julie 
cast a puzzled glance from him to his mother-in-law, who had told Davos to treat 
Julie with respect or her husband would want to know why. She had called him 
Mr.Doneus. Always he was referred to as Mr. Doneus. Why the distinction? 
Other men were referred to by their Christian names only. Doneus himself had 
never once added the title when mentioning any of the menservants up at the 
castle, or in fact to the name of any man of whom he spoke. "She all the time 
make girls - girls!" Davos was saying, his voice quiet but filled with disgust. "I 
have no money for one prika, so how do I get money for three!" He glared at his 
wife, who burst into tears. "How many more girls you make, I want to know!" 
He went off into Greek and Maroula's tears flowed even more freely. "I think 
you make ten - twelve girls!" 

Julie could scarcely control herself. She felt like venturing a suggestion, but 
naturally refrained. The Greek peasant was not yet ready to be educated in the 
matter of family planning; Maroula would go on and on until she was too old for 
childbearing. 

"I think she is very sweet." Julie took the child from Maroula, who had finished 
feeding her. "She's chubby and absolutely delightful. You should be extremely 
proud of your daughters, Davos." But Julie's thoughts were on her own 
disappointment. 



For she had believed that if she were having a child Doneus would surely relent 
and their marriage would become normal. 

He would not mind a girl, she felt sure. He would be delighted with his child, no 
matter what its sex might be. But Julie was not having his child, and as she held 
this tiny scrap in her arms she felt the tears prick the backs of her eyes. Perhaps 
she never would have a child now, would never know the exquisite feeling of 
pride and fulfilment that only motherhood can bring. 

Julie mentioned the incident of Davos's anger to her husband that evening over 
their meal of stewed goat's meat and vegetables. 

"You told him the man determines the sex?" Doneus seemed considerably 
amused by that. "No wonder he was indignant! We always blame the woman 
here." His amusement increased as Julie looked ready to explode. But she merely 
said in the end, "He's ridiculous! Why can't he be glad that his child is perfect?" 

"I expect he is, really, but the birth of a daughter invariably brings 
disappointment for all concerned." 

"It would be an odd situation if only boys were born - as seems to be the fervent 
desire of all concerned!" 

Doneus laughed one of his rare laughs and said, "It would be more than odd, it 
would be drastic." 

"It isn't funny, Doneus. And this thing about a woman being unclean' for forty 
days! I've never heard such nonsense! Maroula is barred from the church until 
she's cleansed. If they did that to me then I'd never enter the church again.!." 

"It's custom, Julie. Laws can be changed, but custom dies hard. 

And don't forget that we're on an island, cut off from mainland Greece and 
places like Athens where the woman's lot is improving all the time, due to 
Western influence." 

"Maroula was telling me that after forty days she can go to church but is not 
allowed to enter 


"She is allowed to enter," he corrected, "after the priest has sprinkled her with 



holy water." 


"That was what I was going to say. And Maroula told me that had her child been 
a boy he would have been taken by the priest to the altar, but because it's a girl 
she's just left on the steps - dumped, I shouldn't wonder! I think the whole 
procedure's disgusting!" 

"You do feel strongly about it, don't you?" Again he looked amused, and Julie 
was so angry she could have quarrelled with him, which was absurd, since he 
was not to blame for what Julie regarded as quite heartless behaviour. "I've seen 
Kyria's husband today and he asked me to be one of the godfathers." 

Julie looked up. "He did? And have you agreed?" 

"Of course. One does not refuse such a request." 

"Shall I be going to the christening?" 

"I hope you'll come with me, Julie." 

She nodded, then could not resist saying, a sarcastic edge to her voice, "I expect 
they even have a different christening for the sexes!" 

Again Doneus laughed. "No, they don't, you'll be happy to hear." 

The baby was christened on the Sunday, and when Doneus and Julie arrived at 
the little cubic villa a host of relatives and friends were already gathered - far too 
many for the room available, it seemed, but they all managed to squeeze in 
somewhere. Many divers were present, in their dark jerseys and black peaked 
caps. Doneus seemed oddly out of place among them, as he was wearing his 
brown suit and a white collar and shirt. From outside came the laughter and 
screams of dozens of children and from the kitchen drifted smells of meat and 
garlic and pastry. Numerous women were hurrying about with trays of food 
which they took into another room. The massive brass font was in the middle of 
the sittingroom, the two godfathers and two priests standing by it. 


Kyria spoke shyly to Doneus, clearly honoured by his presence. 

Watching them, Julie noticed that alongside her husband's free and charming 



manner towards the little Greek girl, there was an unmistakable superiority about 
him too. With exceeding interest Julie made the most of this opportunity of 
observing Doneus's relationship with the villagers, and she soon noticed that one 
and all treated him with inordinate respect, which was also extended to Julie. 

She was given a chair right at the front, and the chair next to her, presumably for 
her husband, remained unoccupied even though many people were standing. 
Julie's thoughts automatically went to the occasion when, a sudden doubt 
entering into her, she had inquired of Doneus if he really were a spongediver. He 
had said yes. And what else could he be? she reasoned, her eyes on the elder of 
the two priests who was opening a battered and ancient book. 

The job at the castle was merely a fill-in for the period during which Doneus was 
at home. He had been more fortunate than his fellow divers; Julie surmised it 
was sheer chance and good luck that Doneus was in work while they were idle, 
the fact of his living closer to the castle than any of the men of the village giving 
him an advantage over them. It was quite reasonable to suppose that the owner, 
requiring extra help, would automatically contact Doneus, offering him the job. 
Julie breathed an audible sigh. 

The mystery deepened all the while, for if Doneus were one of them why did the 
other sponge-dress and their wives and parents - and even the priests themselves 
- treat him with such marked esteem? Had he been one of the fabulous Greek 
shipowners, or a great landowner, this esteem could not have been more 
pronounced. 

One small matter was clear, though it could scarcely afford Julie even the 
smallest degree of satisfaction: whatever the reason for Doneus's position of 
superiority among the community, he most certainly had, prior to her coming to 
the island, confided some secret to them all. This was outstandingly apparent on 
this particular occasion, since the amused glances cast at Julie - more marked 
among the men than the women - were very much in evidence. 

"Mrs. Doneus, you are comfortable?" Asti, Kyria's mother-in-law, had threaded 
her way through the crush of people in order to ask the question. 


"Yes, thank you, Asti." 


"Everybody so happy this day. Kyria's first - and a boy! But we light candles all 



the while she carry, you know. We light candles in church, and in home we have 
lights by the ikons." She threw up her hands towards the ceiling. "And blessed 
be the saints, for they send us a boy!' 

Blessed be the saints indeed! Yet how illustrative of the primitive culture here, 
on this tiny island. It seemed quite impossible that such customs and beliefs 
could still survive. 

A sudden hush fell on the room as all chatter ceased; only the children's voices 
outside could be heard, and even these were silenced after a moment or two as 
the children came in and stood by the font. Kyria held her baby in her arms; she 
was revelling in the benign smiles bestowed upon her and Julie's thoughts went 
out to poor Maroula, whose baby was to be christened the following week, when 
the font would be carried into her house, just as it had been carried into the home 
of Kyria and Adonys. Julie had learned that Maroula had wanted Doneus to be 
godfather to little Helena, but Davos would not hear of it, saying they would 
invite Doneus to be godfather only to a boy. Nevertheless, Julie and Doneus 
were invited to the christening, and Julie had bought identical shawls for both 
babies, while Doneus had bought identical gold crosses attached to fine gold 
chains. 

Julie watched the proceedings from her seat right at the front. 

Hot water was poured into the font by two black-robed women who had entered 
carrying large earthenware jars. Another woman added cold water. A smile broke 
over Julie's face as the priest plunged an elbow into the font. He spoke in Greek 
to one of the women, who tipped her jar, then another word and more water was 
added until at last the black-bearded priest was satisfied that the temperature was 
just right. He began chanting words which had remained unchanged for 
centuries. 

All others were silent; Julie looked at the people around her, noting the 
unmistakable reverence and awe written into their expressions. So many 
christenings, yet all were regarded with this solemnity, because of course a 
Greek Orthodox Church baptism was a mystic rite going back to the dark edge 
of obscurity. 

In addition to its religious significance it actually gave the child existence as a 
human being. Without it he would have no status whatsoever, would later be 



denied the vote and could not even procure any form of employment. 


Doneus was taking the baby from Kyria; he stood looking down at it for a 
moment, a half-smile on his face. His eyes lifted at length and sought those of 
his wife. She saw the smile fade from his lips, sensed a deep emotion within him 
- a mixture of loss and resignation and hurt. Julie lowered her lashes, raising 
them again only when the baby let out a scream of protest. 

Doneus had handed him to the priest who was now plunging the child into the 
water, all the time making the sign of the Cross with his other hand, while the 
younger priest chanted from the book and the children stood around, holding 
their lighted candles, awe and wonderment on their solemn brown faces. It was a 
moving scene, yet somehow primitive because of the crowd and the seriousness 
attending the entire proceedings. 

Poor little mite! He was being plunged into the water again and again. But at last 
he was put into a linen cloth and Kyria was holding out the new clothes to the 
priest, who proceeded to bless them. Meanwhile, the other godfather, a 
spongediver, was holding the baby while Doneus fixed the gold chain and 
brought the cross to lie on its chubby brown chest. It stopped crying instantly 
and Julie did wonder if it were the soothing touch of her husband's fingers that 
had reassured the child that all was well, that he had not got himself into the 
hands of barbarians bent on drowning him. 

Still quite fascinated, Julie watched the chief actors in the drama move 
rhythmically round and round the font, led by the priests and godfathers. Doneus 
towered above them all. How distinguished he looked, still seeming to be totally 
out of place in this ceremony with its remnants of paganism despite the very real 
presence of two smiling black-bearded Orthodox priests. 

The procession stopped; a sudden call rose to the rafters and bedlam seemed, to 
be let loose. Everyone laughed and chattered; Kyria's mother was dressing the 
baby while Kyria herself kissed the hands of the godfathers in turn, Doneus's 
first, then those of Stephanos. 

"You like to hold my baby?" Kyria came over to Julie a few minutes later. "My 
mother, and my aunt, and my mother-in-law - They all fight to hold little Yannis, 
who wants to be quiet, so I bring him to you and they can argue about something 
else." 



Julie smiled and took the bundle into her arms and Kyria moved away, as, 
following custom, she and her husband prepared to wait upon the guests. 


"What's this for?" Julie indicated the blue bead fastened to the baby's shawl. 

Her husband smiled faintly, and a trifle deprecatingly, just as if he were 
expecting his explanation to be received with a mingling of ridicule and 
contempt. 

"To frighten off the evil eye," he informed her, looking down into the placid face 
of Yannis. 

"What strange beliefs you have, Doneus. I've seen these beads on donkeys' heads 
and often wondered what they were for. I concluded that they were just there for 
decoration, because of some whim of the owner." 

Doneus shook his head. "Indeed no. This warding off of the evil eye is a most 
serious business here." 

"Do you believe in it?" she asked, conscious of the warmth of the child and 
deriving a strange pleasure from it. 

"No, Julie, I'm not at all superstitious. Most educated Greeks adopt a tolerant 
attitude to these things while at the same time feeling slightly contemptuous of 
them." 

Julie took Yannis's hand in her own and looked down at it, so brown and small, 
with tiny nails, pink and very short. By his words Doneus had made an opening 
for a subject she had wanted to broach since the day she had married him and 
she said, 

"Where were you educated, Doneus?" 

A small pause and then, "Athens and England." 

"England!" Twisting her head, she stared at Doneus unbelievingly. "You went to 
a university in England?" 

He nodded, his scrutiny searching and faintly arrogant. "Yes, Julie, I attended an 
English university." 



"But how -? I mean, if your work is so poorly paid 


"An uncle of mine died and most amazingly had no relatives other than my 
mother and me. Mother would not use one drachma of the money and so I 
decided to buy myself an education." 

Julie became thoughtful. How very odd it was that, having taken the trouble to 
acquire an education, Doneus had then returned to his old occupation of 
spongediver. Just another baffling circumstance to add to the mystery. Julie felt 
she must soon reach the stage when one small clue would suddenly emerge and 
from then on every single piece of the jigsaw would fall neatly into place. 

The following Sunday they attended the christening of Helena. 

She was laughing all through the ceremony, the movement of her legs in the 
water illustrating her pleasure at the warmth of it. The priest's beard tickled her 
chin as he lifted her out for the last time and the baby's crow of laughter became 
infectious and everyone joined in ... everyone except Davos and his grim-faced 
parents. Although Doneus was not the godfather he fixed the cross and chain on 
Helena's neck and then said, in his firm and aristocratic tones, "What a charming 
little daughter, Davos, as are Maria and Elli also. You must be a very proud man 
today." 

A profound silence followed. Maroula's lovely brown eyes were moist as she 
said, huskily and almost inaudibly, "Mr. Doneus, thank you. You are very kind to 
say this." And she would not look in the direction of her husband or his parents, 
but she did glance at Julie, who had a smile ready, a smile to which Maroula 
quickly responded. 

"Come, Davos, and hold your little girl." Doneus continued in Greek and, 
watching the faces around her Julie knew that whatever Doneus had said to 
Davos had been in the nature of a criticism. Davos was plainly feeling 
uncomfortable and so were his parents. But after a few moments of tension the 
three broke into smiles and Davos took his little daughter into his arms. 

"Aren't you grateful that your child is so beautiful in form, Davos?" The younger 
man nodded, seeming to be too full for words as he gazed into the baby's 
laughing face. 

"Yes, Mr. Doneus," managed Davos at last. "Yes he broke off and continued in 



Greek. He and Doneus were still talking when Davos's mother came and took 
Helena, insisting that she, and no one else, must dress her. 

"Doneus, thank you," breathed Julie when she and he were seated at the table 
being waited on by Maroula and Davos. "It was wonderful of you to make 
Davos realize his mistake." 

"He's not a bad fellow really," submitted Doneus. 

"But his disappointment got the better of him. I don't think he'll treat Maroula 
like that again." 

"What did he say - when he was speaking Greek, I mean?" 

"He said he was sorry for being so unkind to Maroula Doneus broke off, 
laughing. "He asked me if it were true that the man determines the sex." 

"And you told him it was, of course." 


"Most certainly I did. He appeared then to consider himself quite inferior - until I 
quoted the old familiar saying that it takes a man to make a girl. At that he 
appeared to be exceedingly pleased with himself." 

Julie laughed, and helped herself to dolmades from the plate which a smiling 
Maroula was handing to her. 

"I feel so conspicuous," she said. "You know, it is the oddest thing that only men 
may sit at the table and eat." 

"Custom again, my dear. You are very privileged. It will be talked about for 
months that a woman sat at the table with the men." 

Casting him a sidelong glance from under her lashes, Julie said, without much 
expression, 

"You are certainly looked up to in this community, Doneus." At which he smiled 
faintly and beckoned to Davos. 


"Fill my glass up, Davos, please. Retsina." 



Maroula was offering fish to Julie, who again accepted. 


"I don't know when I have eaten so much," she laughed. 

"Maroula, this is certainly a feast fit for a king!" 

Maroula's face took on a blank expression, clearing only when Doneus translated 
Julie's words. Maroula beamed, and waved a hand towards the plates still piled 
high with squid and octopus and fish and meat. Sticky confections were later 
handed round, and later still, during the dancing to the bouzouhi band, the 
women kept on appearing with trays filled with glasses of ouzo and small 
wedges of christening cake. 

Doneus insisted that Julie get up and try some of the Greek dances; she was an 
apt pupil and after the first few blundering moments she thoroughly enjoyed 
herself. When at last they went out to the car which Doneus had borrowed from 
the castle the whole assembly came to see them off. 

"How much longer will it continue?" murmured Julie with a yawn. "It doesn't 
appear to be anywhere near breaking up." 

"It will go on into the early hours." Doneus turned his head, noticing that she had 
leant right back against the upholstery. 

"Tired?" 

"Yes, but happy. I did enjoy it, Doneus." 

"Did you?" He fell silent and they drove the whole way to their cottage without 
speaking. But it was a pleasant silence and when they reached the house and got 
out of the car they stood at the bottom of the patio steps, as if by common 
consent reluctant to leave the soft and silent outdoors and enter the 

tiny cottage with its drab furnishings and dismal whitewashed walls. 

The night was balmy and filled with the sort of vibrancies and exotic perfumes 
found only in the East. A million stars shone down from a deep purple sky; an 
enormous moon shed its lustre over the fretted mountain peaks and the olive- 
clothed hillsides, spreading its lambency on to the still, unmurmuring sea, so that 
its surface sparkled and glittered like frost on a field. On the tiny island opposite 



a light here and there shone from the window of some cubic house nestling by 
the shore, while the graceful campanile of the church rose, clear-cut and 
dazzlingly white against the volcanic massif rising in naked fluted crests behind 
it. 

Not a breath of wind stirred the carob trees at the bot-tom of Doneus's garden; 
the palms and cypresses in the castle gardens towered, dark against the moonlit 
walls, and the graceful white yacht lay still, a mere toy from this angle and 
distance. It was a. magical night, a night for lovers, and instinctively Julie took a 
step which brought her closer to her husband. Was he aware of this magic? she 
wondered, and lifted her face, her lips parted and quivering slightly. He looked at 
her in the moonlight. Caught in the shadows, his face seemed in this moment to 
suit his name. He appeared hard and ruthless - cruel even, but his magnetism 
remained and Julie was profoundly affected by it. Such a wonderful afternoon 
and evening it had been. Her husband's embrace would make the perfect ending, 
his embrace, and his kiss. .. and more.... 

He moved and Julie slid into his inviting arms, responding to his kiss, flirting 
with him, tempting, beseeching. 

He sighed as he held her away, his warm fingers sliding down her arms and 
enclosing her hands. A sudden flatness took possession of her; at home in 
England she had been sought after, admired and pursued. Had she no allure for 
this man who was her husband? Once she had, just for that one blissful night. 

She pressed against him, lifting her face to tempt again, to invite a kiss. Smiling 
faintly, yet with bitterness in his eyes, he bent his head and his lips sought hers. 
But there was only gentleness in his kiss, nothing more. Neither possessiveness 
nor desire; the kiss neither demanded nor enticed. 

And on releasing her he said in cool indifferent tones, "Come, Julie, it's very late. 
Poor Jason will wonder why he's been left alone so long." 



CHAPTER TEN 


SPRING had come to the island and by the last week of Lent the harbour was 
filled with the newly-painted diving boats. On board men worked with feverish 
activity, preparing for the voyage, while their womenfolk baked bread and 
cooked the salted meat which the men would eat for the next five or six months. 
Julie stood on a high hill and watched the heavily-laden launches sailing to and 
fro between the quay and the ships which lay at anchor. Even from this distance 
smells from the outdoor ovens drifted up to her and she wondered how the whole 
town could fast when all this food was being prepared. 

But everyone did fast, and would continue to do so until every church bell on the 
island pealed forth in triumph and the great cry went up, 

"Christ is risen!" 

And then the feasting would begin. 

The town itself had taken on an entirely new aspect, with apparent prosperity 
everywhere, the result of the bankers' 

advances to the captains who always paid their divers so much money in 
advance in order that they could make provision for their families while they 
were away. But the tavernas were filled with men and Julie wondered just how 
much money would be left by the time the diving fleet sailed. It was a sort of 
reckless spending with, she supposed, a feeling on the part of the men that they 
might not return. 

For the past few months Julie had tried in every way she knew to repair the 
damage done by words which she now knew had not revealed her true feelings 
towards her husband. For gradually - and at first reluctantly - she had come to 
the self-admission that she loved Doneus, but owing to his own attitude of cool 
indifference she could not tell him of her love. He did not love her, that was 
plain, and her own innate pride prevented her from telling him what was in her 
heart. 

At first, she tried by all the wiles known to woman to create a situation where 



she could confess her love; but was prevented by her husband's coldness which 
eventually rubbed off on her. 

She too was possessed of an innate pride, a pride handed down from generations 
of aristocratic ancestors, and she became inwardly angry that a mere peasant 
could treat her in this cold dispassionate way. 


The result was that civility existed between them, and little else. 

On several occasions he had told her to go home, as he no longer wanted her to 
stay with him, and she knew he meant what he said. He did not want her with 
him, and she would almost flare up, on the point of asking him why he married 
her if he now wanted to be rid of her, but she refrained, anxious to smooth their 
path, not create obstacles. But with her own pride, and his, remaining in the 
ascendancy there was to be no smooth road for them to travel. 

Yet all the time Julie was being torn to pieces, and unhappiness turned to sheer 
agony as the days passed and Easter drew closer. She had seen many crippled 
men in Kalymnos, and always their features would change and she would see the 
drawn despairing face of her husband, would visualize his wonderful limbs 
deformed, see him unable to work. She would be with him always, of course, but 
she dreaded to think what this added injury would do to his pride. He would 
become embittered, would hate his dependence on her. 

At last she turned from her contemplation of the harbour and made her way 
across and down the hill towards the place where she could board the communal 
taxi. 

It was still early in the day and, restless and depressed, she did not enter the 
cottage but began walking along the dusty road, her unseeing eyes on the 
countryside, ablaze with all the glory of spring. Her footsteps were drawn to the 
pathway leading to the castle entrance, a pathway shaded by trees and running 
alongside a stream where pink oleanders blossomed all along its banks. 

She loved the island, and the people. She had even come to love the cottage and 
knew she could be happy there if only Doneus loved her, and would allow her to 
do the renovations she had in mind. 


The castle gates loomed before her. Doneus had spent three days at the harbour, 



but today he was working at the castle and, fearing he might see her, Julie 
turned. But Jason came bounding out from somewhere in the grounds, wagging 
his tail and barking furiously. 

She turned, and just had to go back and stroke him through the bars. He too 
would be sad in a couple of weeks' time, since he had to go and live with 
Doneus's mother. She would be kind to him, of course, but how he would miss 
his master. They were so 

close that at times Julie found herself envying him. "I think I could turn and live 
with animals.. ." The line of Walt Whitman's poem came to Julie as she bent, 
fondling the Labrador. Doneus had friends on the island, yet Julie had the 
impression that his dog meant more to him than any of them ... and certainly he 
meant more to him than his wife. 

"Quiet, Jason! Hush. Your master mustn't know I'm here She stopped, 
colouring as Doneus, having been occupied in pruning roses, was now striding 
across a wide lawn towards the gate. 

"What is it, Julie?" His voice was tinged with the cool politeness she had come 
to know so well. "Is something wrong?" 

Her colour deepened, and she stepped back from the gate. 

"No, I merely came to take a look." 

He eyed her with an odd expression from the other side of the bars. 

"The castle interested you?" 

She nodded, angry with herself for coming here. "It does interest me, naturally," 
she admitted at length. "It's so beautiful, and so unusual, being on this cliff, away 
from everything." 

"Beautiful?" His tone was edged with bitterness. "More what you're used to than 
my home - is that what you're trying to say?" 

Her lip quivered. "Why do you deliberately misunderstand me, Doneus?" At the 
hint of reproof in her tone he glanced away. 



After a moment of hesitation he said, "Would you like to see over the castle, 
Julie?" 


She stared, his offer surprising her. His tones were a trifle softer, too, and she 
suddenly felt happy. 

"Won't the owner mind?" she asked as Doneus opened one of the gates to let her 
through. 

"Come on in," he invited, ignoring her question, and Julie readily obeyed, falling 
into step beside him as they proceeded in silence along a wide avenue of plane 
trees, massive and ancient, through which the turquoise sea shimmered in the 
noon sunshine. 

"The gardens are beautiful!" Julie became lost in the sheer beauty of her 
surroundings. "You must love working here, Doneus." She gazed over the 
colourful panorama and added, "How many gardeners have they?" 

"Three - besides me. The others are permanent." 

"Three?" Despite the size of the grounds, all of which were not visible, naturally, 
she did not think there would be work for four gardeners. "The owner must be 
very rich." 

"Is a man's wealth assessed by the number of gardeners he keeps?" inquired 
Doneus coldly, and Julie sagged. Once again she had said the wrong thing, it 
seemed, so she fell silent, refusing to answer him. 

One of the gardeners came into view as they strolled towards the castle entrance. 
He was very lame; another was working some distance away and Julie saw that 
he also was lame. The truth struck Julie at once. The owner employed these 
cripples in order to help them, and that was the reason why three were required. 
What a good man he must be, she thought, looking forward to the day when she 
would meet him and his wife. She knew he had a wife, but no family. That was 
as much as she had ever been able to obtain from her husband, who seemed to 
freeze inwardly whenever she mentioned the absent owner of Santa Elena. 

Additions had been made to the castle and it was now a three-winged edifice 
grouped round a grand courtyard. Doneus led her round to the side and they 
entered through the south door, above which were rich stone carvings and statues 



of white marble nymphs. The hall, arched and rich in beautiful carvings, swept 
towards a bold wide staircase, leading on to a gallery hung with exquisite 
paintings. 

Julie just stood and stared, wondering what her uncle, master of Belcliffe House, 
would think of all this splendour. 

"The paintings," she murmured when presently she was standing in the gallery. 
"They must have had collections from the Venetian School." 

"The owner thought Titian and Bellini and Tintoretto would be just right here." 
Doneus indicated the lovely Venetian glass standing on small tables along the 
gallery. "This too, fits in here." 

They moved on, to the drawing-room, a delightful apartment with massive 
window arches decorated with stucco-work and classical statuary. The furniture 
was antique, the walls hung with tapestries and colourful Chinese prints. The 
huge marble fireplace was flanked by slender columns, each decorated with fine 
stone tracery enclosed in a framework of intertwining stems and branches. 

Julie just stood in the doorway and gasped, "I've never seen anything so 
beautiful!" 


Doneus looked into her upturned face, his expression a mask. 

He had no interest in her enthusiasm, was not in any way moved by her delight 
in the castle, which seemed strangely unnatural, seeing that he had invited her to 
see over the place in which he worked. 

"Would you like something to drink, Julie?" 

She stared. "Will it be all right?" 

"Of course." He glanced at the clock. "In fact, it's almost lunch time. I always 
have my lunch here, as you know, so you might as well stay. I'll tell Polymnea to 
prepare it while we go over the rest of the castle." 


"Are you quite sure it will be all right for me to stay?" Julie looked doubtfully at 
him, at the same time thinking that such behaviour in using his employer's food 



was totally uncharacteristic of her husband. 


"It will be quite all right, Julie. We shall have it in the small dining-room - there 
is a large dining-hall," he added, "but we'd be lost in there. The owner uses it 
only when he has parties." 

"Tell me about him, Doneus?" she ventured, looking at him optimistically. "Has 
he lots of friends on the island?" 

Doneus nodded. "The rich sponge merchants. And we do have a couple of ship 
owners here. Then there are people like Tracy and Michalis. Also, visitors come 
from abroad - from England and France and other parts of Europe." 

She thought about this, vaguely aware of a strange tingling sensation running 
down her back. 

"And from America, of course?" she queried slowly. "From America also." 

"There is one thing that puzzles me," she said after a thoughtful glance round the 
elegant expensively-furnished room. "I'd have thought they'd have had dust 
sheets all over everything. People usually do when they go away for so long a 
period." 

"Here, the full staff was kept on, so there was no need to cover everything. It's 
better that the cleaning should go on as usual." 

He spoke with a sort of abrupt finality and in fact moved out of the room, saying 
he would go down to the kitchen to see Polymnea who, Julie surmised, was the 
housekeeper. 

She stood in the gallery, looking at the pictures until he returned, when she was 
then shown the bedrooms, all furnished with taste and an entire lack of 
flamboyancy. The original character of the castle had been retained whenever 

possible, but wherever drastic changes had had to be made they enhanced rather 
than detracted from the original beauty of the building. 

"There's a roof garden, as you know," Doneus was saying when at last the main 
bedrooms had been shown to her. "We'll go up." 



After ascending a stone staircase they came out into the sunshine. The view was 
superb, with the quiet sea and the mountains of Kalymnos curving round the 
coast, and the several islands dotted about the still aquamarine waters. 

"It's fantastic!" She was afraid to voice her full appreciation for fear of being 
misunderstood again, so she merely stood there, breathlessly taking in the 
superlative view as seen from this delightful vantage point on the roof of the 
castle. 

The table was laid when they entered the diningroom; it would not have 
surprised Julie had Doneus rung the bell for service, so at home did he seem 
here. However, he told her to sit down while he went to bring the food from the 
kitchen. She felt so very strange sitting here, preparing to use the owner's lovely 
silver and china, and to eat his food. But Julie supposed food had to be bought 
by the servants for their own use, and one meal more or less would not make any 
difference. 

They ate barbouni followed by sticky pastries, dripping with honey, and they 
drank kokkinelli, which was the island's own rendering of retsina, and far more 
delicious than the white wine which they usually drank when they dined with 
Tracy and Michalis. It was more rare than the ordinary retsina, Doneus told her 
when she remarked on its different flavour. She looked at him, wondering how 
he could dare to use his employer's rare wine. 

But in spite of her feeling of strangeness, and the vague sensation which was still 
making itself felt, Julie thoroughly enjoyed the meal. It was intimate and they 
chatted all the while, Doneus having dropped his cold manner, resuming the 
gentleness she had known on first coming to Kalymnos as his wife. 

"Would you like to see the gardens now?" he asked when their meal was 
finished. "Or do you want to go home?" 

"I'd love to see the gardens." She hesitated. "But if I'm keeping you from your 
work... ?" 

"I have work to do, but I can spare another few minutes." He 
smiled at her and Julie readily responded. 

"Do you have to go to sea?" she was asking a short while later as they strolled in 



the grounds. "I mean - couldn't you have a permanent job here?" 

He cast her a sidelong glance and said, an odd inflection in his tone, 

"You'd rather I didn't go to sea?" 

"It's so dangerous She stopped, an almost irrepressible urge to tell him the 
truth sweeping through her. But she could not humble herself to that extent when 
she knew she would see only surprise on his face, and perhaps regret that he 
could not return her love. 

In any case, nothing she could do or say would prevent him from going to sea. It 
was his main source of livelihood, because the men were well paid; their poverty 
merely resulted from the seven months during which they were unemployed. 

"You are wondering if I might come back maimed?" Still that curious gaze, and 
Julie lowered her eyes, unwilling that he should read their expression. 

"It's possible, you know that. All the divers know it." 

"And if I am?" he queried sardonically, "are you afraid I might become an 
encumbrance to you? Have no fear," he went on, a harsh note creeping into his 
voice, "my mother cared for my father for many years, and she would do the 
same for me." 

Tears dragged at the backs of her eyes. Why did he have to speak to her like 
this? If only they could return to the relationship existing before, in her anger, 
she had uttered words so wounding to his pride that he could never bring himself 
to forgive her. 

"I -1 think I'll go now, and let you get on with your work," was all she could find 
to say, her glance straying to the young cripple who had come from the side of 
the building, carrying some cardboard boxes and papers. 

"Kyrios Doneus," he called as Julie and Doneus began walking towards the gate, 
Jason bounding along in front. Doneus stopped and turned. 

"Nai, Petrakis ?" 

The man held out the papers, which Julie saw at once were magazines, and even 



as she looked they fell from the man's hands as he hitched the cardboard boxes 
more securely under his arm. Country Gazette! So this was where Doneus had 
seen the magazine with her photograph in it. The man's face had twisted at his 
clumsiness; before he could bend down Doneus had picked up the magazines for 
him, taking one of the boxes from under his arm and placing them into it, 
making it easier for Petrakis to carry them. Both men were speaking in Greek. 

The man nodded and went away. Unmoving, Julie stared up at her husband. 

"So at least one infinitesimal part of the mystery's solved," she said quietly. "It 
was from here that you got the magazine you gave to your mother." 

He nodded and began to walk on. 

"What was Petrakis saying?" she inquired curiously. 

"He's made a fire somewhere at the back to burn rubbish. 

Calliope - she's one of the maids - gave him them to burn, but he wasn't sure if - 
if the owner would want them burned." 

Why the hesitation? What slip had he averted, just in time? 

Again that tingling sensation ran down Julie's spine, but as there was no 
accounting for it she was only left, as always, floundering in a web of 
uncertainty and frustration from which she would gladly have given half her 
fortune to escape. 

Lambri, or Easter, the most important of all Greek festivals, was still steeped in 
the dark and ancient myths of paganism. For a whole week the campaniles rang, 
calling the people to church. 

On the "Saturday of Lazarus" children would fall down in the road, then jump 
up, laughing 

at their resurrection. They would go round begging for eggs, dyed a brilliant red, 
or they might ask for money. 

Their mothers baked koulouri, the sweet pastry kneaded into all sorts of exciting 
shapes. The following day, Palm Sunday, priests distributed branches of myrtle 



for the people to hang by their ikons - to keep away the evil eye for the whole of 
the following year. Brides invoked fertility by being touched with the leaves. 

On the Wednesday the diving boats were blessed by the Bishop, and Julie had 
persuaded Doneus to take her into the harbour town. They drove in the big car 
from the castle, Doneus strangely preoccupied, but somehow even in his silence 
lacking the coldness in which he had become steeped during the past weeks. One 
boat was chosen and on this the ceremony took place, an altar having been 
improvised and decorated with a beautifully embroidered cloth and flowers and 
tall candlesticks taken from the church. 


From stays were hung such things as divers' helmets, pieces of sponge and small 
scraps of octopus tentacles. Many attendant priests accompanied the Bishop in 
his procession, their robes brilliant and colourful in the dazzling spring sunshine. 
All climbed aboard and then the service began beneath the new white rigging 
which swayed about in the breeze. A diver appeared with the bowl of holy water 
which the Bishop sprinkled over every part of the boat. 

"For the men's safe return." Julie whispered the words; they were wrung from 
her as tears filled her eyes. Doneus, hearing them, turned his head, but his wife's 
face was lowered and his lips twisted. Pity! 

The sprig of mountain herb was repeatedly plunged into the bowl, and then 
shaken over and over again. The divers themselves, the food and fuel, and ropes 
and other gear, the stove, diving-suits, and even the anchor ... all were blessed. 

Finally, the diver handed the basin to the Bishop who emptied the remaining 
water into a diving-helmet that had been made ready. There was a series of 
happy exclamations as divers rushed forward to kiss the Bishop's hands. It was 
the most moving spectacle Julie had ever seen, moving and a little frightening by 
its futility. The numerous cripples who thronged the waterfront were a testimony 
to this. 

Thursday was given over to the preparation of the feast, and Kyria and Maroula 
appeared at the cottage with presentations of red eggs and tsoureki, the special 
Easter bread which they had baked and which they wished to share with Julie 
and her husband. 


"Thank you both, very much indeed." Julie asked them inside, saw their all- 



embracing glances before, rather surreptitiously, they exchanged glances 
between themselves. "It's so very kind - and thank your mothers, too, for I'm 
sure they've had a hand in this." 

Both girls smiled happily, and rather shyly. 

"You come to church tomorrow? Mr. Doneus bring you?" 

"Yes ..." Julie replied hesitantly, looking at Kyria. "I expect we shall be going to 
church." Would Doneus take her? she wondered. She had asked him once before 
and he had refused, saying she would be lost with the language and in addition 
she would resent the segregation, as the men and women were not allowed to be 
together. 

Julie asked him again when he came in that evening, and he 

promised to take her on Saturday night to the church in Kalymnos. 

Holy Friday, a day of total fast, was the day of the funeral procession. The streets 
were packed with people; women were weeping, men grim-faced, and all were 
obviously going through some form of religious ecstasy. 

At eleven o'clock on Saturday night the bells called the devout people to the 
church for the final victorious ceremony. The whole congregation held unlighted 
candles, the sole illumination in the church coming from the candles on the altar. 
At midnight these were extinguished and the restlessness of the congregation 
was clearly sensed by Julie, who was beginning to feel stifled in the heat and the 
crush of bodies pressing around her. 

Midnight ... and a priest appearing with a lighted can-dle. His voice suddenly 
rang out, loud and clear and triumphant, "Christos Anesti!" 

At his words those closest to him rushed forward to light their candles from his, 
turning immediately to hold them out to those behind. A black-robed woman, 
inviting Julie to light her candle, smiled with sheer joy as she said, "Christos 
Anesti!" 

Julie replied in the way she had been told to do by her husband. 

"Alithos Anesti." He is indeed risen. She felt very close to tears, so moving had 



been the service, and in fact her eyes were moist when, a few minutes later, she 
had joined Doneus and they were leaving the church. 


d'Touches one deeply," he murmured, smiling faintly. "Pagan in origin, because 
in fact Adonis also rises this ay. 

"It was beautiful," she breathed. "I wouldn't have missed it for anything, even 
though I didn't understand a word the priest was chanting." 

The crowd was rushing from the church, holding their lighted candles and 
shielding them from the night. Those who managed to get their candles home 
without the light being extinguished could expect good luck for the rest of the 
year. 

Three young divers and their wives ran up to the car just as Doneus and Julie 
reached it. 

"You join us, Mr. and Mrs. Doneus? We have big feast ready. 

Come! " 

"Thank you, Spiros." Doneus turned to Julie. "Is it all right with you?" 


Julie bit her lip. She desired only to go home, to have her husband to herself for 
a little while because very soon now he would be sailing away, for five long 
months at least. But she knew Doneus's question was phrased merely for 
politeness, since it was considered an insult to refuse food from a Greek. 

"Of course," she replied, forcing a smile. 

It proved to be an orgy of eating and drinking. She and Doneus started off with 
eggs, dyed red; then came Easter soup followed by roast lamb and salads. The 
sticky pastries dripping with honey were served for the sweet and all was 
washed down with the delicious Kalymnos wine. 

It was half-past two when Doneus drove up to the front door of the cottage and 
although despite her tiredness Julie would have stayed up and talked for a while, 
Doneus bade her good night and immediately went to his room. 



Refusing to listen to any argument from Julie, Doneus insisted she leave the 
island the day before he was due to sail. The Lindos would be leaving for 
Rhodes and he had already booked her passage, he said. 

"But I want to see you off," Julie protested over and over again, but to no avail. 

"I never allowed Mother to see me off and I'm not allowing you to do so either," 
he returned inflexibly, and Julie was not allowed to prolong the argument. He 
went out and she went into her room and reluctantly began packing an overnight 
bag, for she was to sail the following day. She had just finished when there was a 
rather timid tap on the front door. She opened it to find Mrs. Lucian's next-door 
neighbour standing on the step, her sun-wrinkled face rather scared. 

"Mrs. Lucian," faltered Julie. "She's ill?" 

"Not ill, Mrs. Doneus, but sad - in heart, you understand?" 

Julie nodded. "Because Doneus is going to sea. But why have you 

come here? Do you want to see her son?" 

"Not Mr. Doneus! " The woman glanced furtively around. "I wait till he go out, 
then I wait longer in case he come back. Savasti want you - quick! The taxi 
come this way today and we catch, yes?" 

"What does Mrs. Lucian want with me?" Julie looked bewilderedly at her. 
"What's the matter?" 

"I no tell -" The woman put her hand to her mouth. "We go now 
and Savasti talk with you." 

An hour and a half later every piece of the puzzle had fallen into place. Julie, 
pale but overflowing with happiness, was seated in an armchair, smiling at her 
mother-in-law. It had been a difficult conversation, but Julie had helped with the 
little Greek she had learned since coming to Kalymnos and now her heart was 
filled with gratitude and she could have hugged the frail and aged woman who 
was looking at her a little apprehensively. 


"You not-not- orghi?" 



"Angry?" Julie laughed with sheer joy. "How can I be angry after what you've 
told me? You've forgotten already that I love Doneus." 

A sweet and serene smile hovered on Savasti's bloodless lips. 

"I not forget. I go and light candles to all the saints for this good thing that 
happen to my boy. I cry and cry when Doneus tell me you go home, and I go to 
church. The saints tell me to talk to you and it come right." 

"I only wish you'd told me all this before, Savasti. Doneus and I have been very 
unhappy." Mrs. Lucian's earlier declaration that it were better that Julie cry now 
came back to Julie and she fully understood it. Had she cried for Doneus it 
would then have revealed to his mother that she loved him. 

"My son - I see this thing in his eyes all time, and my heart cry for him She 
broke off, glancing at the clock. "Taxi - it come one minute. You go to my boy 
and he lose this look in his eyes, yes?" 

Julie nodded, too full to speak for a moment. What a fool she had been - but 
Doneus was no better. Only this dear sweet old lady seemed to have any sense at 
all. Julie recalled vividly her own convictions regarding her husband's character, 
she recalled her numerous odd sensations and her husband's repeated evasions to 
any question she might ask. How utterly stupid they both had been! 

"You were so brave to go to England all by yourself," she said at last. "But we're 
going to be grateful all our lives that you did." 

Savasti had risen from her chair and was moving towards the door. Julie stood 
up and followed her. 

"Doneus angry when he know. He away in Athens on business as I tell you, and I 
decide to go because all the time he look at this picture and I know he love this 
girl. And now he be glad, yes? - because this girl now love him." She had great 
difficulty in articulating her words and Julie merely caught the gist of what she 
was saying. 

"Thank you for all you've done. Thank you, dear, dear Savasti ... Mitera," she 
added softly, and the old woman's face became wreathed in smiles. 


"It is good - poli kala. You call me mother. I have now kori as well as son." She 



opened the door and they saw the taxi some way along the street, where it had 
stopped to pick up a fare. 

"Won't you come and live with us?" pleaded Julie. "Do think about it." 

"I happy in this place, which Doneus make com - com ... ?" 

"Comfortable for you? Yes, it is comfortable, but we want you with us." 

"I think - like you say, and I try to get used to this megalos place that my son 
buy." 

"It is big, I admit, but it's home, Savasti." 

"Then I think - and I ask the saints if they guide me." Julie laughed to herself. 
Whatever the decision of the saints her mother-in-law was going to live with her 
son and his wife. 

"Adio, my mitera. Doneus and I will be along to see you this evening." Julie 
kissed the wrinkled cheek and turned away. 

She asked the taxi-driver to take her to Santa Elena, scarcely noticing his 
surprise as she immediately lapsed into thought. 

Would Doneus be at the castle? He had not said where he was going and she 
knew he sometimes went to the harbour. If she had to wait till this evening she 
would be a nervous wreck, for every time the taxi stopped she breathed a sigh of 
impatience. 

But at last she reached her destination, and fumbled with the gates, aware of 
Jason racing towards her. 

They ran back together, and there was Doneus! He was wheeling a barrow 
loaded with dead wood and leaves, but stopped, astonished by what he saw. 

"Julie! " His glance was anxious, questioning. She covered the last few yards 
separating them, impatient even with Jason, who kept getting in her way. 


"I know everything," she burst out. "Your mother sent for me - 



she was desperate because she felt sure you'd go to sea when I left. All she 
wanted to ask at first was that I change my mind about going to England, but 
when I told her I loved you she explained everything. Doneus, why didn't you 
tell me, long, 

long ago? And you needn't blame me for everything, because you've been 
stubborn as well! I adore your mother - you said she was sweet, and it's true! 
And she's brave and wonderful and I want her to come and live with us 

"Julie dear," he broke in, dazed and yet miraculously deprived of his haunted 
expression. "Hadn't we better sit down and then you can tell me everything - 
when you've managed to get your breath back, that is?" 

She shook her head impatiently. "I don't want to sit down; I want you to hold me 
..." Her voice trailed away as she moved very close, lifting her face, her lips 
parted tenderly, pleading for his kiss. "Hold me till I'm calm, Doneus. It's been 
such a shock, discovering that you love me, that you loved me all the time and 
that's the reason why you married me." 

Despite his obvious emotion Doneus's lip quivered with amusement. He looked 
at his hands, soiled from his work in the garden. 

"I'll just go and wash my 

"You're cruel! Don't you want to hold 'me?" She just managed to get the last 
word out before being swept almost savagely into his arms, and his lips were not 
gentle either, but Julie supposed she had asked for all she received. She was 
breathless, laughing and crying when at last he held her from him, his black eyes 
smouldering with ardour ready to burst into flame. 

"Do I want to hold you? What a question! I don't know how I've controlled 
myself all these months! Do I want to hold you -! " 

She was crushed to him again, carried on the stream of his passion until, 
breathless himself, he released her, his hands moving to her waist and remaining 
there. "You apparently know it all, but let us talk. What exactly did Mother tell 
you?" 

She was too breathless to speak for a moment, so she just looked up at him, as if 
to remind him of what he had said about her eyes revealing everything, and he 



smiled tenderly at her, waiting for her to speak. The sleeves of his white shirt 
were rolled up to the elbow and as he moved his hand to caress her hair she 
pressed her cheek against one strong brown arm. 

"She told me that it wasn't you who sent her, that she had come on her own 
initiative while you were away in Athens. She told me about the way you would 
look at my photograph - I suppose some of your English friends left it at the 
castle?" 

"Yes, Julie, and it was from them that I received all the news 
about the Veltrovers' affairs." 

"And Uncle Edwin believed it to be a secret! " 

"Apparently it wasn't, for these friends of mine knew that your uncle and his son 
had been gambling desperately, trying to repair the damage already done to the 
Veltrovers fortune." 

"What did you think about my photograph?" she couldn't resist asking, and 
although a glimmer of amusement entered his eyes his voice was serious as he 
said, "I saw beauty and goodness and a tender heart." He paused in recollection 
and she stared, fascinated, at the throbbing movement in the scar, livid against 
the collar of his shirt. 

"I have never been so affected by a woman's face; this was the woman I would 
dearly love to marry." Julie blushed adorably and he bent his head to kiss her, 
tenderly now and almost with reverence. 

"Your mother told me everything, as I've just said," Julie murmured, hastily 
changing the subject. "Her neighbour came to the cottage and asked me to go 
back with her as your mother was so sad-" 

"Sad?" he echoed. "Why was my mother sad?" 

"She had convinced herself Julie broke off, shuddering against him. "She 
knew how deeply you loved me and she had truly convinced herself that if I left 
you'd immediately go to sea ... with the intention of - of n-not being careful." 


An astounded silence followed. 



"My mother knows me better than that. It was for her sake that I gave up 
diving." 


"She did come to believe you didn't want to live, Doneus. I could see at once that 
she'd been torturing herself, and it was in desperation that she sent for me, 
begging me not to leave the island. You would then not go to sea, she said." 

His eyes flickered. "You immediately realized I was not forced to go to sea?" 

Julie nodded and went on to say, "I'd tried once before to draw her out, as you 
know, but she was obviously afraid of what you'd say and I learned nothing. This 
time I made a bargain with her: I promised to stay only if she would reveal 
everything she knew, but even then she was reluctant until I told her I loved 
you." Julie paused and shone up at him. "It was difficult for her, as you can 
imagine, but I managed to understand her. 

I'd like to hear the story from you, though. Tell me about it, Doneus tell me 
every little thing." 


His arms were about her waist and for a moment he seemed only to be able to 
look at her upturned face, eager and smiling. 

He seemed a little dazed by the fact that she really was in his arms, even while 
his expression was one of thankfulness and gratitude and a joy equalling Julie's 
own. 

"Let's sit down," he said, and led her to a shady arbour beside an ornamental 
pool bright with water-lilies and other aquatic plants. Jason followed, and sat on 
his haunches assuming a neglected look. 

"The story begins when my second brother was lost. Mother was so ill with grief 
I thought I would lose her." Doneus spoke so quietly that she could only just 
catch his words. 

"She became fully convinced that the sea would take me too. 

But then this uncle died and as Mother refused to touch a penny of what he'd left 
I spent it on acquiring an education, as I mentioned to you. What I did not 
mention was that sufficient money remained to enable me to buy a small sponge 



business from a merchant who was retiring. From then on I was most fortunate; I 
began making investments which proved to be successful. I then looked round 
for some other business - the sponge trade is declining, as you know - and like a 
miracle a Greek who owned three small ships invited me to go into partnership 
with him. This was seven years ago. We made a great deal of money," he ended, 
sliding his arm around her and bringing his hand up to caress her cheek. 

"You then bought the castle?" 

"I hadn't thought of such a big place, and in fact I was quite content with the 
house I'd had built." He stopped and smiled. 

"Michalis's house," he added, and Julie remembered how completely at home he 
had seemed in it. "However, Santa Elena was to be sold very cheaply and when I 
heard that a millionaire hotel owner was negotiating for the purchase I lost no 
time in buying it myself. Much as we need money on this island I wasn't having 
an hotel here. Also, I had wanted, as a boy, to renovate it, because I'd always 
loved it." He smiled at her and touched her lips with his. "You'll come to love it 
too, Julie." 

"I love it already ... and the owner," she added, her words muffled as she pressed 
her face into his chest. 

"Bless my mother! " he exclaimed fervently, and after a little while he went on to 
finish his story, the story she had already heard so disjointedly from his mother. 
"These English friends of 

mine left the magazine and just about the time I saw your picture in it Mother 
was unwell and I insisted she come here to be looked after properly. 

She used to see me looking at the photograph and naturally asked me who the 
girl was. She's quick, Julie, and knew at once that I had fallen in love with the 
girl portrayed there. She asked me to pronounce your name, which I did, not 
realizing she would remember that old story, which, naturally, I had related to 
her on coming back here from England. I had also told her of my foolish words 
spoken to your uncle, spoken by a mere boy rent with grief over the loss of that 
young girl. 

I hate to think about my threat now, but at the time I was distraught, not knowing 
how I was to convey the news to her parents, who had given her into my trust." 



He glanced apologetically at Julie, but she said, "It was understandable, 
Doneus." She did not add that, had he not made that threat, she and he would not 
be sitting here now. 

"I had to go to Athens on business soon afterwards and Mother took it into her 
head to go to England and say I sent her - well, you know all that," he said, and 
continued, "I was furious with her, because of her venturing so far alone for one 
thing, and for another I considered it most wicked of her to frighten you, and I 
also said she had wasted her time. I just couldn't conceive why she had done it, 
but she was so placid, convinced that you would come here." 

"Perhaps it was because I was so distressed by what she revealed to me." 

Doneus made no comment for the moment and Julie went on, her voice edged 
with humour, "When I saw her today she said that her one object was to get me 
to Kalymnos. Once here I would be bound to fall in love with you on sight and 
immediately there would be a happy ending. She couldn't believe that I hadn't 
fallen in love with you at once because, she stated, her son was so beautiful that I 
should have been quite unable to resist him." Her eyes were twinkling with 
mirth, but Doneus was frowning. 

"What a description! What strange adjectives women do use. 

Wherever had she heard it, I wonder?" 

"Actually she described you as omorphos - which I surmised meant something 
like beautiful in form'." He laughed then. 

"It sounds as if you had quite a struggle with Mother," he said. 


"We managed very well. I do know a few Greek words, remember." 

Doneus ignored that, continuing once again with his narrative. 

"I myself never thought for one moment that you would come and was 
astounded on receiving your letter. Mother, on the other hand, was not in the 
least surprised, saying you were a good girl and that as she had given you my 
address it was only to be expected that you would write." Julie was 
unconsciously rubbing her cheek against his breast and, smiling, he lifted her 



face and kissed her tenderly on the lips. 


"The very fact that you intended making an investigation convinced me that you 
were a very sweet girl, and I just couldn't bring myself to write back and tell you 
to forget the whole thing. I had to see you in the flesh, just once, so that I could 
have a memory to treasure always 

He stopped, deep concern on his dark handsome face. "Darling, what have I said 
to make you cry?" 

She raised misty eyes to his and he flicked a tear from her cheek, forgetful of his 
soiled hands. 

"You make me cry - you're so wonderful, and I'm so lucky. I don't know what 
I've done to deserve anyone like you ' 

Doneus became stern. 

"A smile, if you please! And no more nonsense about my being wonderful. The 
smile! " 

She obliged, but caught her lower lip between her teeth, fighting the emotion 
that filled her. 

"If you only wanted to see me once then why did you threaten me, and come to 
the cathedral? I couldn't believe it because you seemed far too honourable, as I 
told you once before." 

He smiled faintly. 

"I believe I had been honourable in all my dealings until the day I saw you. You 
excelled even the photograph and I knew I couldn't let you go out of my life 
without a fight. Mother had paved the way and I took up where she left off 
because the longing for you was stronger than my honour. Yet all the while I 
knew I was fighting a losing battle. The whole situation was preposterous, as 
you yourself maintained, and when you left the island I truly believed it was 
goodbye." 

"I saw you on the quay," she commented reminiscently, finding a resting place 
for her head against his breast. "You waved to me - and - and I wondered..if 



you'd been there, watching the ship all the time." 


"I had, my love," he admitted, and she told him of the strange feeling she had 
experienced. "In what way, darling?" he then asked. 

"It was something - fatalistic, I think." 

He thought about this, but made no comment. 

"I waved goodbye, a most sad goodbye, Julie, as I never expected to see you 
again. But I couldn't rest; even my work became neglected -1 do a great amount 
of work at home, as you've noticed," he added, and she thought about those 
papers, which had always puzzled her. "After fighting with my conscience I 
decided to make one final effort to win you. If only by some miracle I could get 
you to marry me I'd strive and strive to win your love 

"And how you did strive," she interrupted, deep regret in her tone. "How blind 
I've been, and how obstinate .." 

"We've both been obstinate," he returned gently. "My pride was out of place, for 
one thing." 

Julie admitted that her own pride had been out of place too, then asked him to 
finish his story. 

"It was this hope that I could make you love me that decided me to go to the 
cathedral. I meant to exploit the situation, taking you completely by surprise and 
influencing you by the sheer urgency of the situation, so that you wouldn't be 
able to think clearly. I traded on your concern for the girl Alastair was going to 
marry, and I even threw in the bit about your being able to return to England for 
five months of the year, hoping it might act as an incentive - help to sway you, as 
it were, although I hoped to win your love long before Easter came around. It 
was the thought of those five months which swayed you in the end, wasn't it, 
Julie?" She nodded and he continued, "To my utter amazement luck was with 
me. You couldn't think clearly and in your panic you made the promise." He 
stopped and Julie saw the swift throb of a nerve in the scar. 

"I certainly did panic," she said at length and with feeling. "And yet I could think 
of one thing, and that was that your behaviour seemed to be totally out of 



character." 


He nodded in agreement, but said, smiling tenderly at her, "I make no excuses, 
Julie. Desperate situations require desperate measures. I was fighting for the 
most important thing in my life, and that was to have you for my own." 

Tears pricked her eyes again, but she blinked them back, recalling her 
impression, first at the cottage, then at the 

cathedral, that Doneus had been unsure of himself. Had any man fought so 
desperately for a woman? Supposing he had not fought... ? 

"At the cathedral," she murmured, half afraid to voice the question, "would you 
have gone away if I'd refused to listen?" 

She knew he would, but just had to hear him say it - she was inviting torture, she 
thought as she waited for him to speak. 

"It was my last desperate throw and had you gone into church and left me 
standing there I'd have come home." 

He turned her face towards him. "You know I never intended carrying out that 
threat." 

"Yes." But she shuddered and, aware of the reason, he put his arms right around 
her, holding her in a strong protective embrace. "It's all so clear now, but I've 
been so baffled - and frustrated. All the island knew, didn't they?" 

"Not all the island," he returned with some amusement. "I did tell Michalis and 
Tracy a little. I had to on account of their being such good friends of mine. I also 
told other friends, whom you will soon meet. We do have a social life, giving 
parties and that sort of thing 

"Like the American owners of the castle," she couldn't help saying, and Doneus 
laughed. 

"Sorry, sweetheart, but it was a case of the old adage about the tangled web we 
weave when once eve indulge in deceit." 

"Were Michalis and Tracy trying to frighten me that first night?" inquired Julie at 



length, and her husband nodded. 


"We all were. I felt that, if you should happen to be afraid, then you must surely 
question the reason for that fear. And I hoped you'd discover that it was born of 
love," he ended simply. 

"It was love, I see that now," she returned, distressed as memory flooded in and 
she recalled how deeply he was hurt by her words about pity. "The other 
people," she then said hastily. 

"They must have known something, because always I received curious and 
amused glances - at first, mainly, not after they had become used to me." 

"I'd let it be known that I did not wish you to regard me as anything but a 
spongediver 

"So that I'd fall in love with a poor man," she interrupted. "That was the reason, 
wasn't it?" 

"That wasn't my original intention, darling, but when you He broke off and 
would have changed the subject, but Julie finished for him, 


was so proud and arrogant you wanted to teach me a lesson." 

"Not exactly. I was piqued by the fact that you considered me so far beneath you. 
It was sheer obstinacy on my part that made me want you to fall in love with a 
poor spongediver. There were occasions when I came near to revealing the truth, 
but by then I felt that had I done so, and you had come to love me, I'd never have 
known whether it was entirely for myself." 

"You would," she argued, "because I'd have proved it to you." 

He smiled and said, "I know that now, Julie, but I didn't know it at that time." He 
paused, watching Jason in the shmbbery, chasing something alive. He darted 
about after it, his coat gleaming golden in the sunshine. Presently Doneus 
returned his attention to Julie, saying, "That night when you came to me I hoped 
that it was more than just a physical desire for me; I had felt for some time that I 
was winning my fight and so decided you would never come to me for that 
reason alone, and while I did not dare hope your love was strong, I did hope that 



the seed of love had been sown and was there for me to nurture. I had already 
said you would soon know all, if you remember?" 

"Yes, I remember. Doneus, I've been so blind, and I'd have continued like that if 
it hadn't been for your mother." Julie pondered on those occasions when he had 
told her to leave, and concluded that, feeling she could give him nothing but pity, 
he had decided to release her. 

He was silent a long while before saying, "Julie, do you fully realize just how 
much we both owe to Mother?" It was as if he had just discovered the whole and 
once again his emotion was revealed by the movement beneath the scar. 

Julie merely nodded in answer to his question, and lifting her hand, she gently 
touched the scar, asking him how he came by it. 

"I was diving, carrying a boulder to increase the speed of my descent. The 
draught caught me and I twisted - divers have certain tricks for combating the 
draught," he explained, "but they're not always lucky. As I said, I felt it, and 
twisted, at the same time releasing the boulder, which somehow caught my neck 
and I received a nasty gash." 

Julie swallowed something hard and tight in her throat, trembling at her own 
thoughts. Casting them aside, she said, "Your mother's coming to live with us. 
She's so thrilled at having a daughter as well as a son." 

"You actually persuaded her?" 

"She means to consult the saints first, but I'm pretty sure they'll respond as good 
saints should." 

Doneus laughed, and Jason, who was now standing close to him, lifted a paw. 
Taking it, Doneus gave it a shake. 

"My poor neglected pal! Blame your mistress; she's demanding all my 
attention." 

Jason barked and wagged his tail as if to reassure his master that he did not 
really mind, so long as they didn't forget him altogether. He went to Julie and she 
bent to stroke his head, her eyes catching the laden barrow, neglected on the 
path. 



"I've taken you from your gardening too," she remarked. 


"Do you like gardening?" 

"I've never done any." 

"It's a wonderful hobby. We'll do it together from now on." 

She smiled happily. Wherever her husband happened to be there she would also 
be. 

"The other gardeners - you employ only spongedivers?" 

"Ex-sponge-divers, yes." 

"This fund," she murmered. "It's yours, isn't it?" 

"Originally it was started by a sponge-merchant and several of us contributed to 
it. I took over when he died." He hesitated. 

"You want to contribute?" 

"Very much. You'll let me now? I do understand why you refused before," she 
added. 

"I won't say no to any contribution you care to make, Julie, for we have many 
needy people on this island." 

"Yes, I know, and not only the spongedivers. Although there is some trade, isn't 
there? I notice some tiny three-wheeled vehicles running about whenever I go 
into a town." 

"The islanders trade among themselves, but as you know the money originally 
comes mainly from the sponge fleet." He glanced at his watch. "Darling, it's time 
we ate." 

They stood up and Doneus slid his arm round her waist. "Come, I'll introduce 
you to the staff. They're all wives of disabled spongedivers and live with their 
husbands in another part of the castle. They'll all be glad to know the owners are 
to be in residence." 



Together they strolled towards the south entrance of the castle, both deep in 
thought. Julie went over in her mind all that had been said between them, and 
she felt suddenly awed on 

realizing how numerous were the twists of fate which had brought her and her 
husband together. 

She stopped, looking up at him with deep wonderment on her face. 

Doneus looked inquiringly at her and she said, "Fate ... it's so strange, Doneus." 
He nodded gravely. 

"Most strange, my darling. And it's something from which none of us can 
escape, no matter how hard we might try." His arm tightened lovingly round her 
waist and they began to walk on again, past lawns and borders, ablaze with 
exotic flowers and shrubs. Away to the west the tiny island floated like a jewel 
on the smooth bright sea and to the east rose the mountains of Kalymnos, golden 
and naked against the sapphire sky. 

"Fate brought us together," Julie murmured, "and I'll never, never want to 
escape." 

Doneus stopped, turning her round to face him, and as their eyes met he said 
fervently, "I'll never let you," and once again she knew the power of him, his 
ardour and his strength as his lips claimed hers. "You're mine - my life, my heart, 
my woman, Julie - and I mean that in the nicest sense." 

She smiled happily, pressing close as they walked on towards the castle. Why 
shouldn't he call her his woman? After all, he was her man. 
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